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THE     EVANGELIST; 

OR, 

PORT     SALVATION. 
CHAPTER    I. 

GRANDMOTHER. 

Back  again,  at  dusk,  to  a  little  house  in  the 
Rue  du  Val-de-Grace — back  from  the  ceme- 
tery, where  they  have  just  laid  Grandmother. 
The  door  is  closed — the  friends  have  gone  ; 
and  Madame  Ebsen  sits  alone  with  her 
daughter  in  the  little  home  (how  strange  and 
big  it  seems  !)  where  every  object  reminds 
them  of  the  absent  one,  and  where  they  feel 
all  the  horror  of  their  loss.  Even  at  Mont- 
parnasse  yonder,  when  the  earth  opened  to 
take  from  them  all  they  loved,  they  had  not 
realised  the  irreparable  nature,  the  anguish 
of  the  eternal  separation,  as  they  do  now, 
sitting  by  the  window,  with  the  empty  arm- 
chair before  them.  It  is  as  though  Grand- 
mother had  died  arain. 

Madame  Ebsen  has  sunk  into  a  chair 
motionless  and  prostrate,  too  weary  even  to 
take  off  her  black  woollen  shawl  or  the  bon- 
net on   which    the  crape  quillings   stand    so 
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stiffly  above  her  broad,  kindly,  tear-stained 
face.  As  she  dries  her  swollen  eyes,  one  by 
one  she  enumerates  the  virtues  of  the  de- 
parted, mingling  with  her  eulogies  cf  her 
goodness,  and  brightness,  and  courage  many 
an  anecdote  of  her  own  life  and  her  child's. 
A  stranger  listening  to  her  would  have 
heard  the  whole  history  of  the  three  women. 
He  would  have  heard  how  that  M.  Ebsen,  a 
Copenhagen  engineer  ruined  by  his  inven- 
tions, had  come  to  Paris  twenty  years  before 
about  a  patent  for  an  electric  clock  which 
somehow  had  not  worked  as  well  as  it 
might  have  done,  and,  in  fact,  had  worked 
so  badly  that  it  had  killed  its  inventor,  and 
stranded  his  wife  at  an  hotel,  with  her  old 
mother,  in  such  poverty  that  she  was  at  her 
wit's  end  to  know  how  to  pay  for  her  lying-in. 

Ah !  what  would  have  become  of  them 
then  but  for  Grandmother  and  her  untiring- 
little  crochet-needle?  Night  and  day  the 
old  Dane  worked  away  at  her  table-covers 
and  antimacassars  (they  were  novelties  in 
Paris  at  that  time),  courageously  offering 
them  for  sale  to  the  fancy  shops  herself 
afterwards.  It  was  Grandmother  who  sup- 
ported the  household,  and  got  baby  Eline 
the  nurse  she  so  badly  needed.  Ah !  how 
many  of  those  delicate  lace  stars  and  wheels 
it  took,  though,  to  pay  for  it  all.  Dear, 
dear  Grandmother ! 

And  so  the  lament  goes  on,  interrupted 
from  time  to  time  by  sobs  and  childish  say- 


GRANDMOTHER.  3 

ings  brought  back  to  the  good  woman's 
mind  by  her  bereavement.  Very  touching, 
very  simple,  they  sound  in  her  uncouth 
Copenhagen  French,  with  its  foreign  accent 
which  even  twenty  years  of  Paris  had  not 
corrected. 

Her  daughter's  grief  is  less  loud.  Very 
pale  and  with  clenched  teeth,  but  calm  to 
outward  seeming,  Eline  goes  about  the 
house,  quiet  but  decided  in  her  movements, 
and  the  least  bit  slow,  her  shapely  and 
supple  figure  clad  in  a  sad  black  dress, 
brightened  only  by  her  thick,  fair  locks  and 
the  bloom  of  her  eighteen  years.  Silently, 
as  a  good  housekeeper  should,  she  rekindles 
the  long-neglected  and  dying  embers,  draws 
the  curtains,  lights  the  lamp,  banishes  from 
the  room  the  cold  and  darkness  that  greeted 
them  on  their  return.  Then,  while  her 
mother  babbles  and  weeps,  she  takes  off  her 
shawl  and  bonnet,  and  the  boots  all  soddened 
and  heavy  with  earth  from  the  abode  of 
death,  puts  on  her  warm  slippers,  and, 
taking  her  by  the  hand  like  a  child,  makes 
her  sit  down  at  the  table  on  which  there  now 
stands  a  smoking  soup-tureen  and  dishes 
from  the  neighbouring  restaurant.  But 
Madame  Ebsen  resists.  Eat !  how  can  she 
eat  ?  She  is  not  hungry.  The  little  table, 
the  missing  knife  and  fork,  are  too  much  for 
her, 

'  Please,  Lina,  don't  ask  me  to,'  she  sobs. 

'  Yes,  yes !  you  must,'  says  Eline.     For 
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Eline  is  bent  on  making  her  go  back  to  their 
old  ways,  and  dine  in  the  usual  place,  that 
very  evening.  She  knows  how  much  more 
cruel  would  be  the  pain  of  beginning  afresh 
next  morning.  How  sensible  of  Lina,  kind 
Lina,  practical  Lina !  Why,  the  warmth  and 
brightness  of  fire  and  lamp  have  already 
found  their  way  into  the  poor  frozen  heart. 
Madame  Ebsen  eats,  when  at  last  she  does 
eat,  with  quite  a  voracious  appetite ;  as 
people  often  do  after  an  exhausting  sorrow. 
She  still  keeps  to  the  one  absorbing  subject ; 
but  gradually  her  thoughts  about  it  become 
changed  and  softened.  Well,  at  least  they 
had  done  all  in  their  power  to  make  Grand- 
mother happy,  and  give  her  all  she  wanted 
up  to  the  very  day  she  died.  And  what  a 
comfort  it  had  been  to  them  at  that  dreadful 
hour  to  feel  they  had  so  much  sympathy! 
What  a  crowd  there  had  been,  too,  at  the 
simple  funeral  ;  such  a  crowd  that  it  seemed 
to  blacken  the  whole  street !  All  her  old 
pupils  had  come — Leonie  d'Arlot,  Baronne 
Gerspach,  Paule  and  Louise  de  Lostande. 
Not  one  had  been  missing.  Then,  had  they 
not  been  fortunate  enough  to  get  what  the 
greatest  wealth  could  not  have  purchased — ■ 
a  sermon  from  Pastor  Aussandon,  Dean  of 
the  College  of  Theologv,  the  greatest  orator 
in  the  Reformed  Church  ;  Aussandon  who, 
for  more  than  fifteen  years,  had  not  de- 
livered a  sermon  in  Paris  ?  How  beauti- 
fully he  had  spoken  of  family  ties  !     With 
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what  emotion  he  had  reminded  them  of 
Grandmother's  courage  in  leaving-  her  native 
land  in  her  old  age  to  follow  her  children, 
never  more  to  forsake  them  even  for  a  single 
day  ! 

'  Not  for  a  single  day ! '  sighs  Madame 
Ebsen,  weeping  again  at  the  recollection  of 
the  minister's  words.  And  pressing  her 
daughter  tight  to  her  heart  as  she  tries 
to  quiet  her,  she  exclaims,  '  Ah,  Linette, 
we  must  love  each  other  more  than  ever 
now.     You  won't  leave  me,  will  you  ? ' 

Pressing  close  against  her,  Eline  kisses 
her  grey  hairs  and  answers  in  low  tones, 
tenderly,  trying  hard  to  keep  back  the  tears, 
'  Never,  oh,  never,  mother/ 

Poor  mother !  The  heat — the  meal ,  those 
three  sleepless  and  miserable  nights— have 
worn  her  out.  See — she  sleeps.  Eline  still 
goes  noiselessly  to  and  fro  ;  clears  the  table, 
and  puts  in  order  the  house  which  had  been 
so  disturbed  by  the  horror  and  the  sudden- 
ness of  their  leaving.  She  finds  the  every- 
day activity  dulls  the  edge  of  her  sorrow  for 
a  time.  But  her  courage  sinks  when  she 
reaches  a  certain  window  recess,  with  the 
curtain  which  the  dead  woman  used  to  keep 
raised  all  day  long.  She  has  not  the  heart  to 
put  away  the  many  trifles  she  finds  there — 
tritles  that  bear  the  trace  of  Grandmother's 
habits  and  seem  worn  by  her  trembling 
hands  that  had  so  often  held  them ,  the 
scissors  ;  the  spectacles — taken  from  the  case 
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to  mark  a  page  in  a  book  of  Andersen's ;  the 
crochet  hook,  thrust  through  the  unfinished 
work,  sticking  out  of  the  little  table  drawer ; 
and  the  lace  bonnet  hanging  on  the  window 
fastening,  with  its  mauve  ribbons  drooping 
and  loose. 

Eline  stops  there  and  thinks. 

Her  whole  childhood  lies  in  that  corner. 
It  was  there  Grandmother  taught  her  to 
read  and  sew.  While  Madame  Ebsen 
was  away  giving  German  lessons,  little  Lina 
sat  at  home,  on  this  very  stool,  listening  to 
the  tales  the  old  Danish  lady  would  tell  her 
of  her  fatherland  ;  drinking  in  the  strange 
northern  legends  or  the  sea-songs  of  King 
Christian  which  she  had  learnt  from  her 
sailor  husband.  Later  on,  when  Eline  had 
been  taught  to  rain  her  own  livelihood,  it 
was  there  she  took  her  seat  on  returning 
from  her  daily  work  ;  and  Grandmother,  see- 
ing her  in  the  place  she  had  occupied  as  a 
child,  would  still  talk  to  her  with  the  old 
protecting  tenderness.  Towards  the  end  of 
her  life,  when  her  intellect  had  begun  to  fail, 
she  often  mistook  her  daughter  for  her  grand- 
daughter,  calling  Lina,  Elizabeth,  the  name 
of  Madame  Ebsen,  or  chatting  with  her  of 
her  dead  husband,  mingling  their  identities 
and  confounding  them  in  her  heart ;  which, 
indeed,  held  but  a  single  affection — a  double 
mother's  love.  Sometimes  a  chance  word 
would  make  her  aware  of  her  mistake,  and 
she  would  laugh  at  it — a  child's  laugh,  almost 
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an  angel's.  Alas  !  Eline  will  hear  that  laugh 
no  more.  It  is  stilled  for  ever.  That 
thought  is  more  than  she  can  bear.  The 
tears  which,  for  her  mother's  sake  (and  per- 
haps from  intuitive  delicacy),  she  had  checked 
since  the  morning,  break  through  with  sud- 
den  violence,  now  that  she  is  no  longer 
embarrassed  by  the  demonstrative  pity  of 
their  friends.  She  feels  her  sobs  well-nigh 
choke  her,  and  takes  refuge  in  the  next  room 
to  give  them  free  vent. 

The  window  is  wide  open,  letting  in  the 
night.  Damp  gusts  of  wind  from  time  to 
time  seem  to  shake  the  bright  March  moon, 
scattering  its  white  rays  over  the  tumbled 
bed,  the  extinguished  tapers,  and  the  two 
chairs  on  which  the  coffin  had  rested,  while, 
in  accordance  with  the  Lutheran  rite,  the 
minister  prayed  beside  it  in  the  morning. 
There  are  no  sis^ns  of  disorder  in  the  death- 
chamber  ;  no  preparations  telling  of  the 
horrors  of  a  long  illness.  Evidently  death 
came  as  a  surprise,  annihilating  its  victim 
in  a  few  hours.  Grandmother,  who  usually 
came  to  this  room  to  sleep,  has  gone  to  a 
deeper  sleep — a  longer  night,  and  that  is  all. 
She  had  never  loved  this  room.  Its  sadness, 
and,  above  all,  its  silence  (the  dread  of  most 
aged  people)  displeased  her.  You  saw  no- 
thing from  the  window  but  trees,  the  gardens 
of  M  Aussandon  and  of  the  Deaf  and  Dumb 
Asylum,  and  the  belfry  of  Saint  Jacques-du- 
haut-pas.       Everywhere    green    upon   grey, 
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verdure  on  stone — the  great  charm  of  Paris, 
though  the  dead  woman  preferred  her  little 
corner  facing  the  street,  so  full  of  life  and 
movement. 

Is  it  all  this  touches  her  ?  or  is  it  the 
effect  of  the  deep,  stormy  sky  that  seethes 
and  foams  in  places  like  a  sea  ?  Eline  has 
ceased  to  weep.  At  this  open  window  her 
sorrow  grows,  widens,  and  becomes  hushed. 
Before  her  stretches  the  road  taken  by  the 
dear,  lost  life.  And  then  her  eyes  look  up- 
ward, upward  to  the  fleecy  clouds  and  the 
clear  openings  in  the  dark  sky. 

'  Grandmother,  are  you  there  ?  Can  you 
see  me  ? ' 

Softly  and  long  she  calls,  talking  to 
her  in  prayerful  tones,  till  the  clocks  of 
St.  Jacques  and  the  Val-de-Grace  strike 
the  hour.  The  bare  trees  shiver  in  the 

evening  wind.  The  whistle  of  a  distant 
engine,  and  the  sound  of  a  tramway  horn, 
rise  above  the  ceaseless  hum  and  roar  of 
Paris.  Eline   leaves   the   balcony  on 

which  she  had  leant  in  prayer,  closes  the 
window,  and  returns  to  the  adjoining  room, 
to  find  her  mother  still  sleeping  the  sleep 
of  a  child,  and  sighing  heavily.  Watching 
the  good  creature's  honest  face,  with  its 
kindly  furrows,  and  its  eyes  grown  small 
with  weeping,  Lina  thinks  of  all  her  un- 
selfishness and  her  devotion.  Still  watchino-, 
she  calls  to  mind  the  heavy  domestic  burden 
borne   so    bravely    and    so    cheerfully ;    the 
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child  that  had  to  be  brought  up,  and  the 
household  cares.  A  man's  responsibilities, 
and  never  a  moment's  anger — never  a  mur- 
mur. Still  watching,  the  young  girl  feels  her 
heart  overflow  with  tenderness  and  grati- 
tude ;  and  once  more  resolving  to  be  faith- 
ful to  her  mother,  wholly  and  entirely  faithful, 
she  vows  that  she  will  love  her  dearly,  and 
'  never,  oh,  never  leave  her.' 

A  gentle  tap  at  the  door.  It  is  a  little 
gfirl  of  seven  or  eio-ht,  in  a  black  school 
frock,  and  with  her  flat  hair  tied  up  just 
above  her  forehead  with  a  light  ribbon. 

'  Is  it  you,  Fanny  ?  '  says  Eline,  talking 
to  her  visitor  at  the  door,  for  fear  of  awaking 
Madame  Ebsen.  '  There  will  be  no  lessons 
to-night.' 

'  Oh,  I  know  that,  Mademoiselle,'  says 
the  child,  glancing  furtively  at  Grandmother's 
vacant  seat — to  see  how  it  all  looks  when 
death  has  come  to  any  one.  '  I  know  that, 
Mademoiselle  ;  but  papa  told  me  to  be  sure 
and  come  up  to  kiss  you  because  you  were 
in  great  trouble.' 

'  You  dear,  kind  child,'  says  Eline,  lov- 
ingly, embracing  her.  '  There,  go  now, 
Fanny.  You  may  come  and  see  me  again 
to-morrow.  Stay  a  moment,  though.  Let 
me  give  you  a  light.     It's  dark  on  the  stairs.' 

As  she  leans  over  the  balusters  holding 
up  the  lamp  to  light  the  child  to  her  own 
door  just  below  her,  she  sees  some  one  stand- 
ing in  the  shade,  waiting, 
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'  Is  that  you,  M.  Lorie  ? ' 

'  Yes,  Mademoiselle,  it  is  I.  Make  haste, 
Fanny.' 

And  with  this,  gazing"  timidly  upwards 
at  the  fair  young  girl  with  the  clustering 
tresses  gleaming  halo-like  in  the  lamplight, 
M.  Lorie  launches  into  a  long,  an  inter- 
minable speech,  full  of  flowery  and  pompous 
phrases,  vaguely  suggestive  of  very  costly 
funeral  wreaths.  He  had  not  presumed  to 
that  is  to  say,  he  had  not  ventured  to 
bring  her  his  tribute  of  .  or,  in  short  . 
his  condolence.  But  he  stops  short  suddenly 
midway  in  one  of  the  most  elaborate  of  his 
common-places  and  exclaims — 

'  From  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  Made- 
moiselle Eline,  I  feel  for  you.' 

'  Oh  !  thank  you,  thank  you,  M.  Lorie.' 

Then  M.  Lorie  takes  his  little  daughter 
by  the  hand,  and  Eline  returns  to  the 
dining-room ;  and  the  two  doors,  on  the 
ground-floor  and  the  floor  above,  close  at 
the  same  moment,  as  though  a  common 
emotion  had  shaken  them. 


CHAPTER    II. 

A     F  UNCTIONA  R  Y. 

The  curiosity  excited  by  the  moving  in  of 
this  odd  family  had  not  yet  subsided.  They 
arrived  in  a  beating  rain  one  October  morn- 
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ing — a  genuine  moving-in  morning.  A  tall 
gentleman,  dressed  entirely  in  black,  with  a 
crape-band  round  his  hat  ;  young  enough 
still,  though  his  serious  look  and  the  tight- 
ness of  the  mouth  which  peeped  out  from 
between  a  pair  of  regulation  service  whiskers 
made  him  seem  old.  With  him  two  chil- 
dren, a  boy  of  maybe  twelve,  in  a  sailor's  hat 
adorned  by  a  gilt  cord  and  an  anchor ;  and 
a  little  girl,  holding  the  hand  of  a  very  sun- 
burnt nurse,  who  wore  deep  mourning,  like 
her  master's,  and  a  Berrichon  peasant's  cap. 
Close  behind  them  came  a  railway  porter, 
loaded  with  boxes,  trunks,  and  small  par- 
cels, piled  one  atop  of  the  other.  And  that 
was  all. 

'  Where  is  the  furniture  ? '  asked  the  con- 
cierge, as  he  ushered  in  the  new  tenants. 

'  There  is  none,'  calmly  answered  the 
nurse  in  the  Berrichon  cap ;  and  as  the 
quarter's  rent  was  paid  in  advance,  the  man 
had  to  rest  content  with  this  information. 

Where  did  they  sleep  ?  What  did  they 
do  for  tables  ?  WThat  did  they  sit  on  ?  All 
this  was  a  profound  mystery ;  for  the  door 
was  hardly  ever  opened,  and,  though  there 
were  no  curtains  to  the  windows,  the  back 
and  front  shutters  were  always  closed;  and 
it  was  not  likely  the  severe-looking  gen- 
tleman, who  went  about  in  the  long  frock-coat 
buttoned  up  to  the  chin,  would  volunteer  to 
enlighten  them.  Besides,  he  was  never  at 
home.     Every  morning  he  went  out,  seem- 
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ing  very  busy,  with  a  leathern  portfolio 
under  his  arm ;  and  it  was  always  night 
before  he  came  in  again.  As  to  the  strap- 
ping wench  whom  they  took  to  be  the  nurse, 
she  had  a  peculiar  way  of  jerking  her  dress 
aside,  and  abruptly  turning  away  from  inqui- 
sitive people,  which  effectually  kept  them  at 
a  distance.  When  she  went  out,  the  boy 
walked  just  in  front  of  her,  and  the  little 
girl  clung  as  tightly  as  possible  to  her  skirts. 
And  when  she  went  to  the  laundry,  support- 
ing her  bundle  of  dirty  linen  on  her  powerful 
hip,  she  made  it  a  rule  to  lock  the  children 
up  first  most  carefully. 

No  one  ever  visited  these  people  except 
a  short  man  in  a  black  straw  hat,  who  looked 
like  one  of  the  watermen  you  see  prowling 
about  the  river-side.  He  had  bright  eyes, 
a  jaundiced  complexion,  and  when  he 
called,  as  he  usually  did,  two  or  three  times 
a  week,  always  carried  a  large  basket  in  his 
hand.  All  that  was  known  about  the  family, 
in  fact,  was  the  gentleman's  name,  which,  as 
a  visiting  card  nailed  upon  the  door  testified, 
was — 

Charles  Lorie-Dufresne, 

Sous-Prelet  at  Chercbell, 
Province  of  Algiers. 

A  reluctant  and  regretful  pen  had  struck 
out  all  but  the  name,  however  ;  for  you  see 
Charles  Lorie-Dufresne  had  just  been  dis- 
missed; and  this  is  how  he  had  been  dis- 
missed.     He  had  been  sent  out  to   Aleeria 
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just  before  the  downfall  of  the  Empire ;  but, 
thanks  to  his  being  so  far  away,  had  ma- 
naged to  keep  his  post  under  the  new  Go- 
vernment. Like  most  French  functionaries, 
Lorie-Dufresne  had  no  very  settled  political 
opinions.  He  was  quite  as  ready  to  devote 
himself  to  the  Republic  as  to  the  Empire,  so 
long  as  he  was  allowed  to  stay  where  he 
was.  What  mattered  a  small  sacrifice  of 
opinion  when,  in  return,  you  were  lodged 
gratis  in  a  charming  palace  by  the  sea, 
amidst  fragrant  groves  of  orange-trees  and 
bananas,  with  chaouchs  and  flaming  red- 
cloaked  spahis  at  your  beck  and  call,  riding- 
horses  and  carriage-horses  ready  whenever 
you  needed  them  to  shorten  the  long  and 
weary  distances  you  had  to  traverse  ? 

Despite  the  events  of  May  16,  Lorie  did 
not  lose  his  post.  On  MacMahon's  resigna- 
tion he  trembled  for  a  moment,  but  once 
more  he  escaped  dismissal,  thanks  to  the 
protection  of  M.  Chemineau,  the  new  Prefer. 
When  he  was  himself  a  mere  Conseiller  de 
Prefecture,  this  Chemineau,  who  was  ten 
years  older  than  himself,  had  unconsciously 
been  his  ideal  (for  most  young  men  model 
themselves  on  somebody  or  something  when 
they  begin  life),  though  he  was  but  a  crafty 
and,  at  bottom,  cold-hearted  Bourges  lawyer 
Me  made  up  his  own  well-favoured  face  to 
look  like  Chemineau's,  copied  his  stiff  diplo- 
matic airs,  his  discreet  smile,  his  whiskers, 
and  even  his  trick  of  swinging  his  eye-glasses 
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about  on  the  tips  of  his  fingers.  Long  after, 
when  they  met  again  in  Algeria,  Chemineau 
almost  fancied  he  saw  himself  young  again 
as  he  looked  at  his  old  acquaintance  ;  and 
it  was  to  this  flattering:  resemblance  doubt- 
less  that  Lorie-Dufresne  owed  his  protection. 
But  Chemineau  had  never  had  the  simple 
frankness  of  his  subordinate ;  and  latterly 
he  had  grown  as  dry,  parchmenty,  and  piti- 
less, as  the  stamped  paper  on  which  he 
once  engrossed  his  legal  forms.  Unhappily, 
a  few  years  after  the  Sous-prefet's  arrival 
at  Cherchell,  his  wife  fell  ill,  a  victim  of  one 
of  those  cruel  wounds  which  strike  women 
in  the  very  sources  of  life.  The  disease 
developed  quickly  in  the  hot  African  climate, 
and  Madame  Lorie  was  advised  to  return  to 
the  moister  air  of  her  native  France,  which 
alone  offered  a  hope  of  prolonging  and 
perhaps  saving  the  life  that  was  so  precious 
to  the  whole  family.  Lorie  was  about  to 
ask  to  be  transferred  to  another  post,  when 
the  Prefet  stopped  him,  saying  that,  as,  fortu- 
nately for  him,  the  Government  had  forgotten 
his  existence,  it  would  be  inviting  ruin  to  re- 
mind them  of  it  by  writing.  '  Have  a  little 
patience,'  added  Chemineau.  '  When  I  go 
back  to  France  I  shall  manage  to  take  you 
with  me  somehow.' 

So  the  poor  woman  started  alone  one 
day  for  Amboise,  in  Touraine,  where  she 
sought  shelter  with  some  distant  cousins. 
She  could  not  even  take  her  children  with 
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her,  for  the  old  Gailletons,  her  hosts,  having 
never  had  any  of  their  own,  cordially  detested 
them,  and  would  as  lief  have  seen  a  swarm 
of  locusts  about  their  neat  little  house.  There 
was  nothing-  for  it  but  to  submit  meekly  to 
the  parting,  for  the  opportunity  was  too  good 
to  be  lost.  At  the  Gailletons'  she  would 
at  least  have  the  beautiful  Touraine  sky  and 
a  make-belief  of  home.  It  would  be  cheaper 
too  than  going  to  an  hotel,  and,  at  the  worst, 
would  only  be  for  a  short  time.  Chemineau 
was  not  a  man  who  would  vegetate  in 
Algeria  long.  '  No,  no,'  said  Lorie-Du- 
fresne,  quoting  a  remark  of  his  superior's, 
'  we  shall  cross  the  sea  together  soon.'  The 
months  dragged  on,  however,  and  the  invalid 
lost  hope.  Husbandless,  childless,  aban- 
doned to  the  petty  persecution  of  her  hosts, 
racked  by  the  cruel  pangs  of  her  disease, 
she  grew  sick  and  desperate.  Week  after 
week  the  same  sad  complaint  crossed  the 
sea.      '  My   husband  !  my   children  ! ' 

Each  Thursday,  the  mail  day,  the  poor  Sous- 
prefet  trembled  to  the  very  tips  of  his 
whiskers  as,  gazing  through  the  telescope 
of  the  Cherchell  club,  he  anxiously  watched 
the  French  packet  draw  near  There  came 
a  last  appeal  one  day,  sadder  and  more 
heart-breaking  than  all  the  rest.  When 
Lorie  read  it,  he  made  up  his  mind  to  set 
out  for  France  without  delay,  and  see  the 
minister.  After  all,  he  would  risk  less  in 
doing   so   than    in    writing.     He    knew   he 
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would  be  given  a  chance  of  pleading  his 
own  cause ;  and,  as  he  argued,  it  is  much 
less  easy  to  read  a  man's  death-warrant 
to  him  than  to  sign  it  at  a  distance.  He 
argued  rightly.  The  minister  happened  to 
be  a  kindly  man,  whose  bowels  of  com- 
passion had  not  been  frozen  by  politics. 
The  little  family  story,  so  strangely  out  of 
keeping  with  the  grasping  tales  of  ambition 
to  which  he  listened  daily,  really  touched 
him. 

'  Return  to  Cherchell,  my  dear  M.  Lorie,' 
said  he.  '  I  will  arrange  this  affair  for  you 
the  very  next  time  there  is  a  change  in  the 
Service  appointments.' 

You  may  imagine  the  Sous-prefet's  joy 
as  he  passed  through  the  gates  in  the  Place 
Beauvan  and  jumped  into  the  cab  that  was 
to  whirl  him  to  the  station  and  the  Touraine 
express.  But  his  arrival  at  the  Gailletons' 
was  less  joyful.  He  found  his  wife  stretched 
out  upon  the  sofa.  She  rarely  left  it  now, 
and  spent  the  long  days  like  a  prisoner, 
drearily  watching  the  grim  and  massive 
round  tower  of  the  Chateau  d'Amboise 
facing  her.  For  some  time  past  she  had 
not  been  living  in  the  Gailletons'  own  house. 
When  her  quest's  illness  beran  to  look 
alarming,  Madame  Gailleton  grew  dreadfully 
nervous  about  the  damage  her  clean  floor 
and  furniture  seemed  likely  to  suffer  from 
sticky  medicines  and  spilt  lamp-oil,  and  the 
constant  coming   and   going  inevitable  in  a 
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sick-room.  From  morning  till  nicjht  the  old 
lady  had  her  bees'-wax  or  her  scrubbing 
brush  in  her  hand.  She  went  about  (on  all 
fours  sometimes)  in  a  hideous  green  petti- 
coat, panting  and  blowing  from  her  exertions, 
with  her  hair  all  tumbled,  and  altogether 
very  much  like  a  charwoman.  Her  one  idea 
was  to  keep  her  precious  house  tidy — a  white 
and  trim  little  house  of  the  true  Touran^elle 
pattern,  with  a  red  tuft  of  geranium  at  each 
of  the  windows.  At  last  the  invalid  had 
asked  to  be  moved  to  the  vine-dresser's  next 
door,  where  she  was  still  stopping. 

M.  Gailleton,  who  was  almost  as  cruelly 
precise  about  his  garden  as  Madame  about 
her  house,  did  not  take  Lorie  to  his  invalid 
wife  till  he  had  made  him  admire  the  military 
stiffness  of  his  flower-beds,  which  looked  so 
excessively  clean  that  you  might  have 
fancied  Madame  had  been  dusting  them  all 
with  her  feather  broom. 

'  You  will  see  at  once,  cousin,'  said  he,  as 
he  reluctantly  turned  away  from  the  delight- 
ful siorht,  '  that  children  would  not  have  done 

•  •        •  T   1 

here  But    your    wife   is    waiting ;     I  m 

afraid  you'll  find  her  greatly  changed.' 

Changed,  indeed,  alas,  poor  soul  !  Very 
pale,  and  her  cheeks  so  sunken  that  they 
seemed  as  though  they  had  been  hollowed 
out  with  a  knife.  What  could  be  seen  of  her 
worn  and  attenuated  bod)',  that  had  suffered 
so  much,  looked  quite  deformed  under  the 
long,    loose    dress    which    covered    it.     But 

c 


18  PORT  SALVATION. 

Lorie  did  not  notice  all  this  at  once,  for  the 
gladness  she  felt  at  her  dear  husband's  pre- 
sence for  a  moment  gave  her  back  the 
brightness  and  rosy  flush  of  youth.  How 
they  embraced  each  other  when  the  Gail- 
letons  at  length  left  them  alone  and  returned 
to  their  gardening !  She  was  not  to  die, 
then,  without  seeing  one,  at  least,  of  her  dear 
ones.  She  held  her  husband  in  her  arms 
once  more.  And  then  there  came  a  string 
of  eager  questions  :  How  were  the  children  ? 
Were  Maurice  and  Fanny  well  ?  And  did 
Sylvanire  take  good  care  of  them  ?  How 
they  must  have  grown,  and  how  she  looked 
to  see  little  Fanny  ! 

Suddenly  she  stopped,  however,  and, 
lowering  her  voice  lest  the  Gailletons  might 
overhear  her,  sobbed  out,  '  Oh,  take  me 
away,  husband.  Do  take  me  away!  If  you 
did  but  know  how  lonely  it  is  to  lie  here  all 
the  livelong  day  with  that  dreadful  tower 
weighing  me  down,  down!  I  never  look  at 
it  without  thinking  that  it  stands  between 
us  ! '  And  she  told  him  of  the  selfishness  of 
the  crazy  old  couple,  and  how  frightened 
they  were  when  the  money  for  her  board 
reached  them  a  day  or  two  late,  and  how 
they  doled  out  the  bread  and  sugar  to  her, 
and  how  rough  her  nurse  was  when  she 
lifted  her  on  to  her  bed.  All  the  pent-up 
bitterness  of  the  past  year  was  poured  into 
Lories  ear,  and,  though  he  reasoned  and 
expostulated  with  her,  the  story  cut  him  to 
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the  heart.  He  did  his  best  to  comfort  her 
by  repeating  the  Minister's  promise.  At  the 
very  next  change  in  the  Service  he  would 
have  another  post  offered  him.  '  And 
changes  occur  so  often  nowadays  that, 
Heaven  knows,  I  shall  not  have  to  wait  long,' 
he  added.  In  a  month,  or  even  a  fortnight 
(nay,  the  very  next  morning,  perhaps),  his 
appointment  might  be  gazetted.  The  bare 
idea  of  their  brilliant  prospects  almost  turned 
his  head  ;  and,  letting  his  fancy  run  wild, 
this  deluded  dreamer  built  up  one  airy  castle 
after  another,  as  he  had  a  way  of  doing ;  for 
the  poor  fellow's  experience  in  the  Service 
had  not  altered  him  much.  He  had  nothing 
of  the  Chemineau  about  him  but  his  shaven 
chin  and  air  of  importance. 

She  laid  her  head  upon  his  shoulder  and 
listened,  drinking  in  every  word  as  though  it 
had  been  gospel  truth ;  forgetful  of  the  silent 
ravages  of  the  disease  which  at  that  verv 
moment  was  killing  her. 

Next  morning — it  was  one  of  those 
bright  and  exhilarating  mornings  you  so 
often  get  on  the  Loire — they  were  break- 
fasting together  by  the  open  window  (the 
invalid  in  bed,  with  her  children's  portraits 
before  her),  when  all  at  once  they  heard  the 
rustic  stairs  creak  beneath  the  heavy  hob- 
nailed boots  of  their  cousin,  and,  without  a 
word  of  warning,  he  burst  into  the  room, 
holding  a  copy  of  the  'Journal  Officier  in 
his  hand.     He  borrowed  the  paper  regularly 
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of  the  ex-clerk  of  the  Tribunal  of  Commerce, 
and  read  it  religiously  from  end  to  end,  from 
mere  habit. 

'  Well,  cousin,'  he  exclaimed  loudly, 
suddenly  losing  all  his  old  respect  for  the 
high  Government  official,  '  I  have  seen  the 
list   of    new   appointments  You    have 

been — dismissed  ! ' 

Lorie  snatched  the  paper  away  from  him, 
but  dropped  it  again  the  next  instant  to 
hurry  to  the  assistance  of  his  wife,  whose  face 
had  turned  ashy  pale  with  agony. 

'  It  can't  be  true,'  he  gasped.  '  It  can't 
be  true,   I  say  There  must  be  a  mis- 

take     .        Yes,  that  is  it — a  mistake.' 

The  Paris  express  was  almost  due  at 
Amboise.  Four  hours  would  take  him  to 
the  minister's,  and  all  would  be  set  right. 
But  how  could  he  leave  his  wife.  The 
ghastly  look  of  death  upon  her  face  terrified 
him.  No  ;  he  would  not  leave  till  he  had 
seen  a  doctor. 

'  Don't  mind  me,  husband,'  said  she ; 
'  don't  delay  Go  at  once  !  '  adding,  to  per- 
suade him,  that  she  felt  much,  ever  so  much 
better  now.  So  he  left  her  ;  and  when  he 
bade  her  good-bye,  she  clasped  him  in  her 
poor  arms  so  tightly,  with  such  seeming 
strength,  that  he  went  away  almost  re- 
assured. 

That  clay  Lorie- Dufresne  reached  the 
minister's  too  late — his  Excellency  was  not 
at   home  to  visitors.     Two  days   later,  after 
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wilting  for  hours  in  the  ministerial  ante- 
chambers, he  was  ushered  into  the  presence 
of — M.  Chemineau.  He  was  dressed  in  an 
easy  coat,  and  appeared  very  much  at  home, 
indeed,  in  his  new  quarters. 

'  Yes,  my  good  fellow,'  said  Chemineau  ; 
'  here  I  am,  you  see — in  the  fortress.  And 
so  might  you  have  been  if  you  had  had  the 
sense  to  follow  my  advice.  But  you  would 
not  listen  to  me,  and  you'll  have  to  bear  the 
consequences.  It  will  be  a  lesson  for  you. 
I  arrived  this  morning.' 

'  But  I  hoped  I  hoped  that  is, 

I  was  promised '  stammered  out  Lorie. 

'  The  Minister  could  not  help  himself,' 
replied  Chemineau.  '  You  were  the  only 
16th  of  May  Sous-prefet  left.  But  what  do 
you  wish  to  say  to  the  Minister,  by-the-bye  ? 
I  can  attend  to  the  matter.     What  is  it  ? ' 

For  a  few  moments  they  stood  there  face 
to  face.  Their  two  pairs  of  long  regulation- 
whiskers  were  of  exactly  the  same  pattern. 
Their  two  pairs  of  eye-glasses  swung  round 
and  round  the  very  same  fingers.  Yet  there 
seemed  as  great  a  difference  between  them 
as  there  is  between  a  genuine  old  master  and 
an  inferior  copy. 

Lorie  thought  of  his  wife  and  children. 
This  place  was  his  one  hope,  his  one  re- 
source. 

'  What  shall  I  do?'  he  murmured,  half- 
choking, 

Chemineau  almost  oitied  him  as  he  stood 
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there.  He  advised  him  to  call  at  the  Minis- 
try now  and  then.  As  he  had  himself  been 
appointed  Director  of  the  Press,  he  might  be 
able,  some  day,  to  get  him  a  place  in  his  own 
department. 

Lorie  went  back  to  his  hotel,  desperate. 
A  telegram  from  Amboise  was  awaiting  him. 
'  Come  without  delay  ;  she  is  dying !  ' 

Fast  as  he  travelled,  however,  Another, 
faster  than  he,  had  gone  before  him.  On  his 
arrival  his  wife  was  dead.  Dead — -all  alone, 
with  no  one  near  but  the  Gailletons.  Far 
from  the  home  she  loved.  With  the  dread 
of  what  might  befall  her  dear  ones  on  the 
morrow  filling  her  soul  with  anguish.  Oh, 
the  cruelty,  the  pitilessness  of  politics  ! 

Trusting  in  Chemineau's  promises,  Lorie 
remained  in  Paris.  Of  what  use  would  it 
have  been  to  return  to  Africa  ?  The  ser- 
vant could  bring  the  children  over,  settle  the 
few  small  accounts  he  owed,  and  pack  up  his 
private  papers,  clothes,  and  books  for  him. 
Nearly  all  the  rest — the  furniture,  the  linen, 
and  the  crockery — was  Government  property. 

Sylvanire  deserved  the  confidence  he  had 
in  her.  She  had  lived  with  the  family  over 
twelve  years,  ever  since  Lorie's  marriage  at 
Bourges,  when  he  was  only  a  Conseiller  de 
Prefecture.  They  had  engaged  her  as  a 
wet-nurse  for  their  first-born  soon  after  she 
had  fallen  a  victim  (like  many  another 
simple  country  girl)  to  the  fascination  of  a 
young  officer  from  the  School  of  Artillery, 
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who,  after  betraying-  her,  had  left  her  to 
perish  in  the  streets  with  a  child,  which 
happily  did  not  live  long.  Human  charity 
was  for  once  rewarded.  The  great  strap- 
ping wench  served  the  Lories  thenceforward 
with  all  the  strength  of  the  simplest,  most 
perfect  devotion.  As  to  love — she  had  had 
enough  of  its  surprises  for  her  lifetime. 
'  Love,  indeed  ! '  she  would  sometimes  say  : 
'  we  know  what  that  means.  A  litter,  and 
the  hospital ! '  She  was  proud,  too,  of 
having  for  a  master  a  Government  official 
with  an  embroidered  coat  and  a  crush  hat. 

Sylvanire  set  about  her  task  in  her  usual 
calm  and  easy  way.  The  voyage  was  a  long 
one,  and  the  winding-up  of  Lorie's  affairs 
much  more  difficult  than  Lorie  would  have 
imagined,  for  it  swallowed  up  all  her  own 
little  savings,  and  much  besides.  It  was  sad 
enough  for  them  all  when,  stepping  out  of 
the  carriage  at  the  station,  she  issued  from 
the  crowd  leading  by  the  hand  the  two 
children,  dressed  in  their  brand-new  mourn- 
ing—  one  of  those  poignant  little  domestic 
dramas  acted  daily  and  hourly  at  the  rail- 
way stations,  which  pass  unnoticed  in  the 
din  and  confusion  of  the  porters'  trucks  and 
the  wranelino;  at  the  custom-houses.  But 
it  would  never  have  done  for  a  man  with 
imposing  Chemineau  whiskers  to  betray  any 
signs  of  emotion.  So  Lorie  made  a  great 
pretence  of  fuss  and  bustle  about  trifles, 
which  deceived  nobody ;  for  the  tears  would 
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break  through  from  time  to  time,  even  in  the 
middle  of  the  most  commonplace  remarks. 

'But  where — where  is  the  luggage?' 
sobbed  Lorie. 

Sylvanire,  who  was  even  more  moved 
than  himself,  replied  that  there  was  such  a 
lot  of  it  she  had  been  obliged  to  ask  Romain 
to  send  it  on  by  a  slow  train. 

'Oh,  if  Romain  is  attending  to  it' 
His  tears  prevented  him  from  ending  the 
sentence  with  '  it  will  be  all  right.'  The 
children  did  not  weep,  however.  They  were 
stupefied  by  their  long  journey,  and  too 
young  yet  to  understand  how  much  they  had 
lost  ;  how  sad  it  was  never  again  to  be  able 
to  say  '  Mother '  to  her  who  was  ever  ready 
to  forgive. 

Poor  little  Algerians  !  Paris  looked  for- 
bidding  indeed  to  them  after  the  deep  blue 
sky,  the  sunshine,  and  the  ease  of  the  land 
they  had  left.  Dismal  enough  seemed  their 
one  room  on  the  third  floor  of  the  hotel  in 
the  Rue  clu  Mail,  with  its  damp,  dingy  walls 
and  rickety  furniture.  Dismal  enough,  too, 
the  daily  table  d'hote  at  which  they  saw  so 
many  strange  faces,  and  were  bidden  not  to 
talk  ,  and  those  walks  they  took  under  the 
umbrella  with  their  nurse,  who  did  not  dare 
to  venture  further  than  the  Place  des  Vic- 
toires,  for  fear  of  losing  her  way. 

Meanwhile  their  father  was  running  all 
over  the  town  in  search  of  work  that  would 
allow  him  to  wait  for  the  post  he  expected  to 
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get  at  the  Ministry.  What  work  ?  When 
you  have  been  in  the  Service  twenty  years 
you  are  fit  for  little  else.  The  hollowness 
and  shams  of  official  life  have  worn  you  out 
and  made  you  commonplace.  He  could  turn 
a  letter  in  the  approved  Service  style  ;  make 
it  as  colourless  and  insipid  as  another  ; 
round  off  his  phrases  till  they  ceased  to  have 
any  meaning ;  say  a  great  deal,  in  fact, 
without  saying  anything.  He  knew  the 
countless  forms  of  hierarchical  greeting  by 
heart ;  could  tell  you  exactly  when  you 
ought  to  begin  your  letter  by  a  '  Dear  old 
Comrade,'  and  how  you  should  address  a 
Judge,  a  Bishop,  or  the  head  of  a  Corpor- 
ation. He  could  fight  the  battle  of  the 
Service,  when  it  was  attacked  by  its  irrecon- 
cilable enemy  the  magistracy  ;  had  a  proper 
bureaucratic  love  of  pigeon-holing,  and  clas- 
sifying, and  docketing ;  could  pay  his  after- 
noon visit  to  the  wife  of  a  Judge  or  a  Gene- 
ral, and  entertain  her  with  vague  nothings 
which  compromised  nobody;  could  stand  with 
his  back  to  a  fireplace  with  his  coat-tails 
slightly  tucked  up  and  his  eye-glass  dangling 
in  mid-air  from  the  tip  of  his  finger ;  could 
praise  effusively,  contradict  gently,  with  a 
'  Pardon  me,  my  dear  sir,'  which  almost  made 
his  adversary  think  he  had  converted  him  ; 
could  preside  over  an  agricultural  meeting,  dis- 
tribute prizes,  quote  Horace  and  Montaigne, 
modulate  his  voice  to  suit  a  gathering  of 
conscripts,     children,    priests,    working-men, 
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rustics,  or  sisters  of  charity  ;  and,  in  a  word, 
understood  the  routine  Humbug  and  Clap- 
trap of  the  Service  better  than  any  one  but 
Chemineau.  But  of  what  use  would  all  this 
be  to  him  now  ?  Was  it  not  melancholy 
that  a  man  of  forty  should  have  only  empty 
phrases  and  platform  tricks  to  earn  his  own 
living  and  his  children's  by  ? 

Pending  his  appointment  to  that  place 
at  the  Ministry,  the  ex-Sous-prefet  had 
to  accept  what  work  he  could  get  of  a 
Theatrical  Copying  Agency.  A  dozen  poor 
wretches  met  round  a  long  table  every  day 
on  the  first  floor  of  a  house  in  the  Rue 
Montmartre,  where  it  was  so  dark  that  the 
gas  had  to  be  kept  always  burning.  They 
rarely  spoke  while  they  were  writing,  and 
scarcely  knew  each  other.  Chance  had 
thrown  them  together  there  like  patients  in 
a  hospital,  or  lodgers  in  a  night  refuge  ;  and 
their  threadbare  elbows,  feverish  eyes,  and 
half-starved  faces,  told  of  misery  and  ruin — 
perhaps  worse.  Now  and  then,  but  not 
often,  he  met  a  stray  half-pay  officer  with  a 
yellow  ribbon  in  his  button-hole,  whose  well- 
brushed  clothes  and  comfortable  face  told 
you  he  was  not  in  actual  want  like  the  rest 
of  them,  and  had  only  come  there  to  earn 
what  he  needed  to  eke  out  his  small  pension. 
They  all  wrote  the  same  round  hand,  and 
used  the  same  shaped  paper  (specially  made 
very  smooth  so  that  the  pen  could  travel 
faster    over     it).       Innumerable    were     the 
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dramas,  vaudevilles,  operettas,  and  come- 
dies they  copied  out,  plodding  on  with  the 
dull,  mechanical  patience  of  oxen,  till  their 
eyes  ached  from  poring  over  the  manuscript. 
Yet  Lorie  found  some  amusement  in  his 
task,  too,  especially  at  first ;  and  took  quite 
a  lively  interest  in  the  comicalities  of  the 
farces  and  the  moving  incidents  of  the 
modern  dramas,  though  the  plots  were  all 
founded  on  the  one  idea  of  adultery — dished 
up  to  the  public  with  every  imaginable  kind 
of  seasoning. 

How  on  earth  can  they  invent  such 
things  ?  he  sometimes  thought  to  himself,  as 
he  came  away  dazed  by  the  ingenious  un- 
reality of  the  plays  he  had  been  at  work  on. 
What  struck  him  particularly  was,  the  luxu- 
riant fare  the  characters  always  indulged  in. 
They  drank  champagne  and  ate  venison 
pasties  on  the  slightest  provocation.  Often, 
as  he  wrote  out  the  stage  instructions,  he 
blushed  as  he  crumbled  the  penny  roll  in  his 
coat-pocket,  which  was  the  only  meal  he 
was  likely  to  get.  Real  life  and  stage  life 
are  very  different,  thought  Lorie. 

He  made  three  or  four  francs  a  day  at 
the  business,  and  might  have  earned  twice 
that  sum  if  he  had  been  allowed  to  take 
away  the  manuscripts  at  night.  But  this 
was  against  the  rules.  Meanwhile,  Chemi- 
neau  put  him  off  from  week  to  week ;  the 
hotel  bill  grew  larger  and  larger,  and  he  had 
three  hundred  francs  to  pay  for  the  carriage 
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of  his  luggage.  Three  hundred  francs  for 
luggage!  He  could  not  credit  it,  till  he  had 
actually  seen  what  an  array  of  trunks  and 
packing-cases,  with  his  address  on  them,  were 
stored  away  under  the  shed  at  Bercy.  Find- 
ing it  impossible  to  make  a  selection,  Sylva- 
nire  had  carried  off  everything — old  clothes, 
old  papers,  all  the  odds  and  ends  which 
wandering  Government  officials  usually  rid 
themselves  of  when  they  change  their  place 
of  residence  ;  all  the  rubbish  accumulated 
during  the  past  ten  years  ;  his  own  old  em- 
broidered kepis,  his  dead  wife's  dresses,  the 
mother-of-pearl  sword-handles  he  once  used 
on  grand  occasions,  and  even  whole  piles  of 
worthless  pamphlets  on  the  phylloxera.  You 
could  have  stocked  an  old  curiosity  shop  with 
the  contents  of  the  boxes  which  Romain  had 
corded  so  carefully 

Of  course  it  was  impossible  to  find  room 
for  the  luggage  at  the  hotel,  so  they  had  to 
look  out  for  private  lodgings.  The  little 
ground-floor  apartment  in  the  Rue  du  Val-de- 
Grace  pleased  Lorie  directly  he  saw  it.  The 
house  and  the  street  had  a  provincial  calm 
about  them,  and  the  Luxembourg  Garden 
was  close  at  hand  for  the  children  to  play 
in.  The  moving-in  was  quite  merry.  The 
little  ones  found  endless  pleasure  in  opening 
the  trunks  and  renewing  acquaintance  with 
their  toys  and  treasures.  Fanny  got  her 
doll  ag-ain ;  Maurice  was  once  more  cdad- 
dened  by  the  sight  of  his  tool-chest.     The 
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contrast  between  their  new  Bohemian  en- 
campment and  the  monotonous  hotel  was  in 
itself  delightful.  They  had  many  useless 
things  in  the  place,  but  few  useful  ones. 
Candles  were  stuck  into  eau-de-Coloome 
bottles,  as  they  had  no  candlesticks,  and 
newspapers  did  duty  for  plates  and  dishes. 
That  night  of  their  arrival  they  only  laughed 
at  the  discomfort.  After  a  very,  very 
slender  dinner,  when  the  mattresses  had 
been  unrolled  and  the  boxes  piled  one  on 
the  top  of  the  other,  Lorie-Dufresne  gravely 
inspected  his  apartment  by  the  light  of  a 
candle.  It  looked  terribly  like  a  warehouse, 
but  he  put  a  good  face  on  the  matter.  '  To 
be  sure  it's  rather  empty,'  said  he  ;  '  but,  at 
all  events,  we  are  at  home  now-' 

Next  morning  things  appeared  rather 
less  cheerful.  The  carriage  and  the  quarter's 
rent  they  had  been  obliged  to  pay  in  ad- 
vance had  swallowed  up  every  farthing  of 
his  money  So  much  had  been  spent  already 
on  travelling  and  those  visits  to  Paris.  Then 
he  had  had  to  settle  with  the  Gailletons,  and 
buy  a  tiny  grave  in  the  cemetery  at  Amboise 
(she  had  filled  so  small  a  place  in  life), 
and  winter  was  approaching,  a  hard,  bitter 
winter  such  as  they  had  never  known  in 
Algeria.  The  children  had  neither  clothes 
nor  boots  and  shoes  suited  to  the  climate  ; 
but  fortunately  they  had  Sylvanire.  The 
good  creature  was  invaluable  to  them.  She 
washed,   and   sewed,   and    mended ;    cleaned 


2,o  PORT  SALVATION. 

her  master's  dirty  gloves,  and  repaired  his 
broken  eye-glass  with  brass  wire  ;  for  the  ex- 
official  was  as  particular  as  ever  about  his 
personal  appearance.  But  her  functions  did 
not  stop  there.  She  did  the  negotiating  at 
the  second-hand  shops  in  the  Rue  Monsieur- 
le-Prince,  and  sold  Lorie's  old  books  and 
pamphlets,  not  to  speak  of  those  far  more 
precious  relics,  the  silver-braided  coats  and 
waistcoats.  One  of  these  coats,  by  the  way 
(it  was  so  much  worn  that  the  dealers  had 
refused  to  make  an  offer  for  it),  did  duty  as 
a  dressing-gown,  and  helped  Lorie  to  save 
the  solitary  garment  which  he  had  to  wear 
when  he  went  out.  It  was  worth  a  day's 
journey  to  see  him  shivering  in  his  faded 
finery,  as  he  paced  up  and  down  his  rooms 
to  warm  himself  (looking  very  dignified  in 
spite  of  all),  while  Sylvanire  wore  her  eyes 
out  stitching  by  the  feeble  candle-light,  and 
the  children  slept,  as  children  will  sleep,  in 
the  empty  packing-cases  which  had  been 
converted  into  bedsteads  to  save  them  from 
the  cold  stone  floor.  Never,  in  the  wildest 
farces  he  had  copied  out,  had  Lorie-Dufresne 
come  across  so  strange  or  striking  a  'situa- 
tion.' 
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CHAPTER  III. 

ELINE    EBSEN. 

Seated  in  her  corner  by  the  window,  Grand- 
mother used  to  watch  every  movement  of 
the  people  downstairs.  Her  hands  had 
come  to  tremble  so  that  they  made  her  drop 
the  stitches  in  her  work.  The  volume  of 
-Andersen  shook  as  she  held  it,  and  the  poor 
old  lady  had  hardly  any  amusement  but 
that  she  got  out  of  the  street.  Few  people 
passed  by,  too.  A  white-epauletted  nurse 
from  the  Val-de- Grace  infirmary,  a  collegian 
with  his  embroidered  collar,  or  two  good 
sisters,  with  caps  like  great  white  wings, 
came  and  went  with  the  automatic  regularity 
of  the  figures  one  sees  in  Jacquemart's  com- 
positions ;  and  this  was  about  all.  The 
arrival  of  the  Lories  was  therefore  a  welcome 
relief  to  her.  She  knew  exactly  at  what 
time  the  father  went  to  his  office,  what  the 
servant  bought  at  market,  and  on  what  days 
the  man  with  the  basket  came  to  the  house. 
But  she  felt  most  interested  in  the  little  girl 
with  the  thin,  bare  legs,  who  clung  to  her 
nurse  so  tightly  and  seemed  so  chilly  as  she 
picked  her  way  across  the  puddles.  Grand- 
mother soon  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
the  nurse  was  cruel.  She  knew  the  child's 
wardrobe    by  heart,  and,   as  she   sat    there 
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alone  for  hours  at  a  time,  waxed  very  indig- 
nant over  her  two  shabby  black  frocks  and 
down-at-heel  boots.  '  Did  you  ever  see  such 
a  thing  ! '  she  would  mutter.  '  They'll  make 
the  dear  child  lame  if  they  don't  mind.  It 
would  be  so  easy  to  have  them  heeled.'  If 
it  came  on  to  rain  and  the  little  girl  had  not 
her  cloak  on,  she  would  get  quite  uneasy;  nor 
did  she  recover  her  equanimity  till  she  saw 
the  nurse  standing  at  the  corner  of  the 
Boulevard  St.  Michel,  in  the  midst  of  a 
brood  of  pigeons,  with  the  boy  on  one  side  of 
her  and  the  mrl  on  the  other,  waiting-  to 
cross,  in  mortal  dread  of  being  run  over. 

'  Go  on  ;  don't  be  afraid,'  the  old  lady 
would  impatiently  murmur,  as  if  they  could 
hear  her,  making  signs  to  them  from  behind 
the  window-panes. 

Madame  Ebsen,  who  was  inclined  to  be 
sentimental,  paid  more  attention  to  the  gen- 
tleman lodger.  His  polished  manners  and 
black  crape  hatband  made  a  great  impression 
on  her.  Evidently  he  was  a  widower,  for 
you  never  saw  the  mother  And  the  two 
women  had  many  a  long  talk  together  about 
their  neighbours, 

Eline,  who  was  engaged  in  teaching 
most  of  the  day,  troubled  herself  far  less 
about  the  Lories  ;  but  the  poor  little  mother- 
less children,  who  seemed  so  lost  and  friend- 
less in  Paris,  filled  her  with  pity.  She 
always  had  a  smile  lor  them  when  they  met, 
and  even  tried  to  make  their   acquaintance, 
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despite  the  churlishness  of  the  woman  with 
the  Berrichon  cap.  On  Christmas  Eve,  or 
'  Juliaften,'  a  festival  which  the  Ebsens  kept 
religiously,  in  accordance  with  the  time- 
honoured  Danish  custom,  she  invited  them, 
together  with  several  other  children  of  their 
own  age,  to  eat  the  risengroed  with  them, 
and  the  other  sweets  hung  on  the  branches 
of  the  Christmas-tree,  amongst  the  lighted 
tapers  and  tiny  lanterns.  What  a  bitter  dis- 
appointment it  was  to  them  to  hear  Sylvanire 
reply  from  behind  the  half-opened  door  that 
they  never  went  out  to  parties — master  had 
forbidden  it ;  and  to  hear  the  happy  shouts, 
songs,  and  music  overhead  all  that  evening, 
and  the  sound  of  little  feet  dancing  merrily 
round  the  fir-tree!  M.  Lorie  told  Sylvanire 
she  had  obeyed  his  orders  rather  too  strictly, 
though,  that  time ;  and,  it  being  a  holiday 
next  day,  had  them  dressed  in  their  best  and 
took  them  with  him  to  call  on  the  Ebsens. 

They  were  all  three  at  home.  At  first 
the  simple  creatures  appeared  just  a  little 
disconcerted  by  the  ceremonious  entry  of  the 
ex-Sous-prefet  and  his  little  boy  and  girl ;  but 
Fanny's  pretty  ways  soon  got  rid  of  the  stiff- 
ness of  the  introduction.  She  was  delighted 
to  be  near  the  young  lady  who  smiled  at  her 
so  sweetly,  and  the  old  lady  who  was  always 
watching  them  from  behind  the  window. 
Eline  took  the  child  on  her  lap,  and,  filling 
her  pockets  with  the  sweetmeats  left  from 
the  night  before,  set  her  talking. 

D 
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'  What !  seven  years  old  already  ?  '  said 
Eline.     '  I  suppose  you  go  to  school,  then  ? ' 

'  Oh,  no,  Mademoiselle,'  hurriedly  replied 
the  father,  as  if  he  feared  Fanny  might  make 
some  imprudent  disclosure.  '  She  is  very 
delicate,  and  it  would  not  do  to  let  her  begin 
her  studies  too  soon.  My  boy,  now,  is  as 
strong-  as  a  giant.  He  needs  to  be  in  his 
profession.' 

'  And  what  may  that  be  ? '  inquired 
Madame  Ebsen. 

'He  is  to  be  a  sailor,'  said  the  father, 
without  a  moment's  hesitation.  '  When  he 
turns  sixteen  he  is  to  go  into  the  naval  school. 
Ha!  Maurice;  what  do  you  think  of  that? 
The  Borda  ! '  added  he,  turning  to  the  boy, 
who  was  lolling  dejectedly  on  a  chair,  and 
lifting  him  with  a  sudden  jerk. 

On  hearing  the  name  of  the  training- 
ship,  Fanny's  eyes  flashed  proudly.  As  for 
the  future  cadet,  he  merely  twisted  about 
the  badges  on  his  cap  ;  bent  his  nose  to- 
wards the  ground — one  of  those  dreadful 
noses  some  growing  children  are  afflicted 
with,  which  seem  to  say  to  the  rest  of  the 
body,  'Come,  make  haste,  I'm  going  on;' 
started  at  the  word  '  Borda ; '  gasped  out 
what  may  have  been  an  ecstatic  '  Ah,'  and 
relapsed  into  crushed  silence. 

'  The  Paris  air  has  affected  him  rather,' 
remarked  M.  Lorie,  to  account  for  his  de- 
jected bearing  ;  and  he  went  on  to  explain 
that  they  were  only  going  to  stay  in  Paris 
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a  short  time  to  settle  a  few  business  matters, 
and  had  consequently  only  half-furnished 
their  apartment.  In  fact,  they  were  short 
of  a  great  many  trifles.  He  said  all  this 
with  such  a  grand  air,  gracefully  pressing 
his  hat  against  his  hip,  dangling  his  eyeglass 
from  his  ringer,  and  lighting  up  the  solemn 
cast  of  his  regular  and  aristocratic  features 
by  such  extremely  subtle  smiles,  that 
Madame  Ebsen  and  her  mother  were  fairly 
dazzled. 

Eline,  too,  although  she  could  not  help 
thinking  him  somewhat  pedantic,  was  touched 
by  the  feeling  and  unaffected  way  in  which 
he  spoke  of  his  wife's  death.  His  voice 
for  one  brief  moment  grew  so  low  and 
hoarse  that  you  would  hardly  have  believed 
it  to  be  the  same  man's.  She  saw,  too,  from 
various  details  of  the  little  girl's  dress,  which 
showed  signs  of  darning  about  the  neck, 
though  it  was  her  very  best,  and  from  the 
strings  of  her  hat,  which  were  unmistakably 
dyed,  that  in  spite  of  their  visitor's  fine 
phrases  he  could  not  be  very  rich  ;  and 
their  poverty,  which  she  now  suspected  to 
be  much  more  abject  than  she  had  ever 
before  imagined,  made  her  sympathy  all  the 
greater. 

A  few  days  after  this  visit  Sylvanire  rang 
distractedly  at  the  Ebsens'  door,  and  told 
them  Fanny  was  very,  very  ill.  The  attack 
had  come  on  quite  suddenly,  and,  her  master 
beinsr  out,  in  her  terror  she  had  rushed  for 
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help  to  the  only  person  she  knew  in  the 
great  city.  Eline  and  her  mother  went 
down  at  once.  On  entering-  the  apartment, 
they  recoiled  in  dismay  at  the  miserable  sight 
which  greeted  them.  The  three  bare  rooms 
were  fireless  and  curtainless.  Furniture  was 
there  none,  save  the  huge  piles  of  ragged 
books  and  cardboard  boxes  which  were 
heaped  together  in  every  corner,  two  or 
three  mattresses,  a  few  cooking  utensils, 
and  innumerable  packing-cases  of  all  shapes 
and  sizes;  some  of  which  (the  empty  ones) 
served  as  chairs  and  tables,  while  others  did 
duty  as  receptacles  for  the  rags  and  dirty 
linen  of  the  family.  On  one  of  them 
(marked  '  Fragile  ')  stood  two  or  three  plates, 
a  crust  of  bread,  and  a  scrap  of  cheese,  left 
from  the  last  night's  dinner.  In  another 
lay  a  pale,  peaked,  little  girl,  who,  but  for 
her  shivering,  might  have  been  a  child- 
corpse  laid  out  between  the  cold  bare  boards 
of  her  bier.  Beside  her  sat  the  future  hero 
of  the  Borda,  sobbing,  regardless  of  the  mar- 
tial cap  he  had  on. 

The  arrangement  of  the  rooms  corre- 
sponded with  that  in  the  apartment  on  the 
first-floor  ;  and  it  was  with  a  pang  of  remorse 
that  Eline  compared  their  own  snug  and 
cheerful  little  drawing-room  and  bedrooms 
with  the  wretched  dog-kennel  they  were  stand- 
ing in.  What  misery  may  we  not  live  next 
to  without  suspecting  it!  Involuntarily  she 
recalled  M.  Lorie's  air  of  fashion  and  ease, 
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and  remembered  how  he  had  played  with 
his  eyeglass  as  he  confessed  to  them,  in  a 
casual,  indifferent  tone,  that  '  they  were 
short  of  a  good  many  trifles.'  Ay,  a  good 
many  indeed — fire,  and  wine,  and  warm 
clothes,  and  blankets,  and  boots.  Little 
children  have  been  known  to  die  for  want  of 
these  trifles. 

'  Fetch  a  doctor — at  once  ! '  said  Eline. 

Fortunately  M.  Aussandon's  son,  who 
was  an  army  surgeon,  happened  to  be  stay- 
ing on  a  few  days'  visit  with  his  parents. 
Madame  Ebsen  hurried  off  to  fetch  him, 
while  Eline  set  to  work  tidying  up  the  room 
as  well  as  she  could  with  Sylvanire,  who 
had  quite  lost  her  head,  and  was  going  about 
clumsily  bumping  the  iron  bedstead  they  had 
brought  down  against  the  walls,  dropping 
the  logs  of  wood,  with  which  Grandmother 
had  filled  her  apron,  all  over  the  staircase, 
and  feebly  exclaiming,  '  What  will  master 
say  !     What  will  master  say  ! ' 

'  Well ! '  said  Eline,  who  had  been  await- 
ing the  end  of  the  consultation  in  the  next 
room,  as  soon  as  M.  Aussandon's  gold-laced 
cap  had  disappeared  in  the  foggy  garden. 
Madame  Ebsen  was  radiant.  '  It's  nothing 
serious,  dear,'  she  replied.  '  Only  a  bilious 
fever.  A  few  days'  rest  and  nursing  will 
set  her  right.  Look  at  her !  She  seems 
better  already  now  that  she  has  been  put  to 
bed.'  Then,  bending  over  her  daughter,  she 
whispered,  '  He  asked  after  you  so  kindly. 
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Do  you  know  I  believe  he  has  not  given 
up  all  hope  of  winning-  you  yet.' 

'  Poor  fellow  ! '  said  Eline,  as  she  tucked 
her  patient  into  the  tiny  bed  in  which  she 
herself  had  slept  when  she  was  a  child. 
Fanny's  eyes  seemed  to  smile  at  her  as  she 
did  so,  and  just  then  she  felt  something 
warm  and  moist  on  her  hand  like  the  caress 
of  a  great  Newfoundland  dog.  It  was  Syl- 
vanire  thanking  her  in  her  dumb  fashion,  and 
weeping.  The  woman  could  not  be  so  bad 
as  Grandmother  fancied,  after  all. 

When  M.  Lorie  came  home  that  evening 
Fanny  was  sleeping  peacefully,  with  the 
clean  muslin  curtains  drawn  round  her  head. 
A  bright  fire  burnt  in  the  grate,  white  cur- 
tains hung  at  the  windows,  a  table  and  an 
arm-chair  stood  in  front  of  the  hearth,  and 
the  light  of  a  lamp  cast  a  faint  reflection 
upon  the  ceiling.  In  every  corner  of  the 
child's  bedroom,  and  only  there,  you  saw  the 
traces  of  a  tender  and  motherly  hand. 

A  close  intimacy  sprang  up  between  the 
two  families  after  this.  The  Ebsens  vir- 
tually adopted  Fanny.  They  were  con- 
stantly sending  for  her,  and  she  never  went 
away  without  taking  some  acceptable  present 
with  her.  One  day  it  would  be  a  pair  of 
mittens,  the  next  a  pair  of  socks  or  a  woollen 
comforter.  Eline  gave  her  an  hour's  lesson 
every  evening,  too,  after  she  had  done  her 
work.  The  little  thing  had  much  to  learn, 
for  her  education  had  been  sadly  neglected. 
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She  had  been  left  to  the  care  of  the  servants 
so  long  that  her  head  was  stuffed  with  old 
wives'  tales ;  while  her  natural  refinement  of 
speech  and  manner  was  hidden  beneath  a 
surface  roughness  such  as  children  often  get 
when  they  are  put  out  to  nurse.  Leaving 
her  mother  to  look  after  Fanny's  bodily 
comfort,  Eline  did  her  best  to  free  her  from 
the  influence  of  the  kitchen  and  restore  her 
to  her  proper  place  as  a  young  lady ;  taking 
care,  of  course,  not  to  wound  kind-hearted, 
irascible  Sylvanire  more  than  was  unavoid- 
able. 

What  would  Lina  not  have  accomplished 
by  the  magic  of  her  grace  and  sweetness  ? 
A  word  said  by  her  to  the  Baroness  Ger- 
spach,  at  whose  house  Chemineau  was  an 
occasional  visitor,  sufficed  to  get  Lorie  a 
place  in  the  hitherto  inaccessible  office  of 
M.  le  Directeur.  Two  hundred  francs  a 
month,  minus  the  usual  deduction.  It  was 
not  a  great  deal,  certainly,  but  it  was  a  step 
towards  something  better  to  have  been  once 
more  admitted  to  the  Service  it  pained  him 
so  cruelly  to  be  banished  from.  What  de- 
light to  be  able  to  rummage,  amongst  his 
beloved  documents  again ;  to  sniff  the  familiar 
odour  of  the  musty  cardboard  boxes,  and  feel 
that  he  had  again  become  a  wheel  in  that 
majestic,  monstrous,  complicated,  tumble- 
down Marly  machine,  the  French  Civil  Ser- 
vice !  It  made  Lorie-Dufresne  almost  young 
again. 
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How  pleasant  it  was,  after  the  fatigue  of 
business,  to  join  Fanny  upstairs  in  the  un- 
pretending drawing-room,  with  its  simple 
old-fashioned  furniture  ;  the  heavy  Empire 
console  table  from  Copenhagen,  and  the 
electric  clock  which  had  caused  all  their 
misfortunes  by  so  obstinately  refusing  to 
strike,  contrasting  so  oddly  with  the  hand- 
some lounge  and  cloisonnd  flower-stand, 
presents  of  their  wealthy  pupils  !  The  old 
lady's  lace  antimacassars,  and  tablecloths,  and 
mats  gave  an  antiquated  air  of  repose  to  the 
whole  picture,  in  which  the  three  ages  of 
woman  were  so  charmingly  and  worthily  re- 
presented by  the  grandmother,  her  daughter, 
and  her  orand-dauo-hter. 

While  Eline  attended  to  Fanny  and  her 
books,  Lorie  would  entertain  Madame  Ebsen 
with  long  stories  of  his  past  grandeur,  as 
fallen  potentates  will  do.  He  never  wearied 
of  telling  her  of  the  marvels  of  his  adminis- 
tration, and  the  services  he  had  rendered 
the  colony,  by  his  powers  of  organisation. 
Sometimes,  bethinking  himself  all  at  once  of 
a  speech  he  had  made  at  some  inauguration 
ceremony,  he  would  begin  reciting  whole 
passages  from  it,  and  stretching  out  his  hands 
towards  an  imaginary  audience,  would  ex- 
claim, '  Plenty  of  room  for  every  one,  and 
lots  to  be  done.  A  new  country,  gentlemen, 
a  new  country  ! ' 

Over  in  the  corner,  where  Grandmother 
slumbered    behind    her   spectacles,  the  lamp 
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shone  on  a  quieter  group.  There  you  might 
have  seen  Fanny  bending  over  her  book,  and 
Kline  seated  beside  her,  gently  protecting 
her,  as  it  seemed,  with  her  arm  round  her 
waist.  Outside,  scarcely  twenty  steps  from 
the  peaceful  provincial  street,  you  heard  the 
roar  and  rattle  of  the  Boulevard  St.  Michel, 
where  the  noisy  students  were  trooping  down 
to  the  Bal  Bullier,  of  which  they  sometimes 
caught  the  distant  echoes.  It  was  Paris, 
with  its  dual  life,  which  it  is  so  hard  to 
understand  and  unravel.  On  Sunday  even- 
ings the  Ebsens  usually  had  a  few  visitors, 
and  the  piano  candles  were  lighted.  Among 
their  regular  guests  were  two  heavy,  silent 
Danish  families,  whom  they  had  known  ever 
since  their  arrival  in  Paris,  and  who  ranged 
themselves  stiffly  all  round  the  room  directly 
they  entered.  Then  there  was  M.  Birk,  the 
young  Copenhagen  minister,  who  officiated 
at  the  Danish  Church  in  the  Rue  Chauchat. 
In  the  time  of  M.  Larsen,  the  minister  who 
had  preceded  him,  Eline  had  been  the  vo- 
lunteer organist  of  the  church,  and  she  had 
continued  to  perform  her  musical  duties  when 
he  was  replaced  by  M.  Birk,  who,  therefore, 
felt  it  incumbent  on  him  to  pay  her  a  polite 
call  now  and  then,  though  at  bottom  he  had 
no  more  liking  for  her  than  she  for  him. 
The  new  minister  was  a  big,  burly  fellow, 
with  a  tawny  beard,  and  a  regular,  common- 
place face  much  pitted  with  small-pox,  which 
gave   him  a   vague   resemblance    to    one  of 


42  PORT  SALVATION. 

those  worm-eaten  saints  you  find  in  country 
churches.  He  affected  the  most  edifying 
austerity  ;  but  beneath  his  pious  exterior  was 
a  very  ordinary  man  of  business,  keenly  alive 
to  his  own  interest,  who  had  quite  resolved 
not  to  lose  any  opportunity  he  might  get 
of  making  a  good  match  while  he  tarried 
in  Babylon,  as  many  other  Paris  Protestant 
ministers  had  done  before  him.  Not  that 
he  expected  to  find  what  he  was  in  search 
of  at  the  house  of  such  humble  people 
as  the  Ebsens.  Perhaps  this  would  have 
accounted  for  the  exceeding  shortness  of  his 
visits,  though  he  let  it  be  supposed  the  real 
reason  was,  that  the  society  he  met  there 
was  hardly  orthodox  enough  to  suit  him. 
And  to  be  sure,  the  Ebsens  did  not  inquire 
very  particularly  into  the  religion  of  their 
guests.  Yet  this  had  not  prevented  M. 
Larsen  and  Pastor  Aussandon  from  coming 
to  their  Sunday  receptions  for  a  good  many 
years. 

The  venerable  Dean  was  only  separated 
from  his  neighbours  by  a  small  garden,  in 
which  he  spent  much  of  his  time  pruning 
his  favourite  rose-bushes  ;  while  his  despotic 
and  combative  little  wife  watched  him,  with 
her  cap  cocked  fiercely  on  one  side,  ready  to 
call  the  great  man  indoors  at  the  very  first 
breath  of  cold  wind.  '  Aussandon,'  you  would 
hear  her  say,  '  come  in.'  '  Yes,  Goody,'  he 
would  meekly  reply,  obeying  her  like  an 
infant. 
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Living  so  near  each  other,  and  having 
frequent  occasion  to  see  each  other  about 
the  translations  of  the  minister's  lectures  on 
ecclesiastical  history,  the  two  families  had 
grown  very  intimate ;  and,  not  long  before 
Lorie  came  to  live  in  the  house,  Paul,  the 
youngest  of  the  Aussandons,  whom  his 
mother  always  spoke  of  as  'the  Major,'  had 
asked  Eline  Ebsen  to  marry  him.  Unfor- 
tunately, the  life  of  an  army  surgeon  is  a 
wandering  and  unsettled  one.  Eline  would 
not  leave  her  mother  and  grandmother,  so 
she  answered  him,  '  No  ! '  immediately,  never 
letting  any  one  guess  the  pain  her  refusal  cost 
her.  Since  then  they  had  not  been  on  quite 
such  a  friendly  footing.  Madame  Aussandon 
avoided  her  neighbours  as  much  as  she  could, 
and,  though  they  bowed  when  they  met, 
they  did  not  visit  each  other.  The  Sunday 
evenings  were  much  duller  for  the  circum- 
stance, as  the  Dean  was  very  merry  when 
he  liked,  and  Goody  very  noisy — especially 
when  Henriette  Briss  happened  to  be  there 
to  discuss  theology  with  her. 

This  Henriette  Briss  was  an  old  maid 
of  thirty  or  thirty-five,  Norwegian,  and  a 
Catholic,  who,  after  living  in  a  Christiania 
convent  for  ten  years,  had  been  obliged  to 
leave  it  on  account  of  her  bad  health,  and 
had  ever  since  been  trying  to  drop  back 
into  what  she  called  the  worldly  life.  Accus- 
tomed to  routine  and  unquestioning  obedi- 
ence, she  had  lost  all  initiative  and  sense  of 
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responsibility  She  flitted  aimlessly  about 
the  world,  like  a  frightened  bird  that  has 
fallen  out  of  its  nest,  uttering  plaintive  cries 
of  distress,  and  finding  her  experience  dread- 
fully bewildering.  For  all  that,  she  was  both 
intelligent  and  well-educated,  spoke  several 
languages,  and  had  been  a  governess  in 
several  wealthy  Russian  and  Polish  families. 
But  she  did  not  stay  long  anywhere.  The 
realities  of  life  were  continually  shocking 
her,  now  that  she  had  no  longer  the  blind- 
ing, clinging,  protecting  white  veil  of  her 
Order  to  hide  them  from  her. 

'  Let  us  be  practical,'  she  would  say, 
hoping  to  get  strength  and  guidance  from 
the  maxim.  Practical !  No  one  could  well 
have  been  less  so  than  this  poor  distraught 
creature,  with  her  dyspeptic  face,  her  untidy 
hair  twisted  up  under  her  ugly  travelling 
hat,  and  her  rich  but  faded  and  unseason- 
able dresses,  which  she  was  in  the  habit  of 
buying  cheap  of  her  mistresses.  Although  a 
devout  and  zealous  Catholic,  she  was  Liberal 
and  even  Revolutionary  in  her  ideas.  Her 
views  were  wild  and  contradictory — Gari- 
baldi was  as  great  a  hero  to  her  as  Pere 
Didon.  At  the  end  of  a  very  short  time  she 
invariably  managed  to  scandalise  her  em- 
ployers, and  was  dismissed.  Whenever  this 
happened,  she  started  off  post-haste  to  Paris 
■ — the  only  place  in  which  the  atmosphere 
was  exciting  enough  for  her  nerves — and 
there  rapidly  ran   through  her  slender   sav- 
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ings.  When  you  imagined,  possibly,  that 
she  was  at  Moscow  or  Copenhagen,  Hen- 
riette  would  arrive,  looking  very  contented 
and  relieved,  take  a  room  in  some  cheap 
hotel,  and  be  seen  next  morning  listening  to 
a  fashionable  preacher,  visiting  a  convent,  or 
chatting  to  a  priest  in  some  sacristy.  She 
was  diligent  in  her  attendance  at  the  theo- 
logical lectures,  and  always  took  notes  while 
they  were  delivered,  which  she  wrote  out 
again  neatly  afterwards.  Her  dream  was  to 
become  a  Catholic  journalist ;  and  she  wrote 
letter  after  letter  to  Louis  Veuillot,  who  took 
not  the  slightest  notice  of  them.  Finding-  no 
other  means  of  getting  rid  of  her  stock  of 
ideas,  wherever  she  went,  and  especially  at 
the  house  in  the  Rue  du  Val-de-Grace,  she 
vented  her  exuberance  in  oral  controversy ; 
arguing  and  quoting  texts  by  the  hour,  till 
her  mouth  became  parched,  and  her  head 
ached  with  the  effort  of  proclaiming  her  reli- 
gious faith.  When  all  her  money  was  spent 
(it  always  surprised  her  immensely  to  dis- 
cover that  it  was  spent),  she  would  accept 
the  first  place  that  offered,  start  off  on  a  new 
trip,  and  for  a  season  no  one  heard  anything 
more  of  her. 

She  had  reached  the  periodic  discourage- 
ment stage  when  Lorie  first  met  her  at  the 
Ebsens' ;  and,  indeed,  in  this  case  there  was 
some  cause  to  be  discouraged,  for  she  had 
deterred  looking  out  for  work  so  long,  and 
the  people  to  whom  she  had  applied  showed 
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so  little  alacrity  in  replying,  that  she  had 
been  obliged  to  ask  for  lodsqncjs  at  a  convent 
in  the  Rue  du  Cherche-Midi,  frequented 
chiefly  by  servants  out  of  place.  Here  her 
democratic  sentiments  were  put  to  a  rude 
test.  Her  love  of  the  people  rather  cooled 
when  she  came  into  actual,  hourly,  contact 
with  vicious  and  hypocritical  creatures  who, 
after  piously  crossing-  themselves  in  the 
chapel,  or  in  the  entrance-hall  with  the 
curious  stations  of  the  Cross,  would  unblush- 
ingly  pick  their  fellow-lodgers'  locks  in  the 
bedrooms  the  next  minute,  sing  obscene 
songs  in  the  work-room,  and  lie  to  the  ladies 
who  asked  for  them  at  the  convent.  Every 
Sunday  she  used  to  pour  her  misfortunes 
into  the  ears  of  the  Ebsens,  tell  them  how 
the  wretches  hid  away  their  showy  hair-pins 
under  quiet  caps  when  there  was  a  visitor, 
and  how  sick  she  was  of  the  low  sights  and 
sounds  she  had  to  tolerate.  But  her  friends, 
though  they  were  very  fond  of  her,  had 
given  up  offering  her  assistance.  The 
money  intended  to  pay  for  her  room  was 
invariably  squandered  away  in  reckless  or 
foolish  charity.  The  Ebsens  would  willingly 
have  had  her  to  stay  with  them,  but  they 
had  no  room. 

Henriette  had  sense  enough  not  to  take 
offence  at  the  distrust  shown  her  by  her 
acquaintances.  'Why am  I  not  practical,'  she 
regretfully  exclaimed  one  evening,  '  like  you 
or  M.  Lorie  ? ' 
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'  I  don't  know  whether  I  am  very  prac- 
tical or  not,'  smilingly  replied  Eline  ;  '  but  I 
am  certainly  constant  to  my  plans,  and  find 
pleasure  in  the  tasks  I  set  myself.' 

'  Well,  Lina,  the  task  set  me  is  teaching 
children,  but  I  don't  get  much  pleasure  out 
of  that.  To  begin  with,  I  hate  children. 
It's  quite  horrid  to  have  to  lower  oneself  to 
their  level  to  make  them  understand  you. 
Why,  it's  degrading.' 

'  Oh,  Henriette  !'  cried  Eline,  looking  at 
her  with  horror.  This  negation  of  motherly 
feeling,  and  by  a  woman,  too  !  seemed  mon- 
strous to  her.  She  loved  them  all,  little  and 
big.  Those  who  were  old  enough  to  run 
about  and  read,  and  those  who  were  only 
soft  baby  bundles,  good  for  nothing  but  to  be 
kissed  and  petted.  Why,  she  walked  home 
through  the  garden  of  the  Luxembourg 
every  day  merely  to  hear  their  voices,  to 
watch  them  shovelling  the  gravel  with  their 
spades,  and  enjoy  the  sight  of  them  sleeping 
under  the  nurses'  capes  and  perambulator 
hoods.  She  had  a  smile  for  all  their  pretty, 
inquiring  faces,  and  when  she  came  on  a 
tender  head  exposed  to  the  intemperate  wind 
or  burning  sun,  would  pounce  upon  the  care- 
less nurse  in  a  moment,  and  bid  her  attend 
to  the  child.  You  had  only  to  look  at  the 
two  women,  though,  to  understand  the  dif- 
ference between  them.  The  one,  with  her 
small  head,  calm  face,  and  shapely  figure, 
seemed  born  to  be  a  mother  :  the  other  had 
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the  ungraceful  angles  and  long,  flat,  bony 
hands  you  meet  with  in  the  rude  pictures 
of  the  old  masters. 

Sometimes  Madame  Ebsen  joined  in  the 
discussion.  '  My  dear  Henriette,'  she  would 
say,  '  if  you  dislike  bringing  up  children  so 
much,  why  don't  you  go  home  to  your 
parents  ?  They  are  old  and  lonely,  you  tell 
me.  Your  mother  is  an  invalid.  I  should 
think  you  would  be  a  great  help  to  her  in  the 
house.' 

'  I  might  as  well  marry  at  once,'  sharply 
replied  Henriette.  '  No,  thank  Heaven  !  I 
am  not  a  housewife.  I  hate  your  low  work 
that  only  keeps  the  hands  employed.' 

'  You  could  think  all  the  same,'  put  in 
Eline.  But  Henriette  went  on  without  listen- 
ing to  her.  '  Besides,  my  parents  are 
poor,  I  should  be  a  burden  to  them.  . 
And  they  are  peasants  .  they  would  never 
understand  me.' 

Madame  Ebsen  flamed  up  at  this.  '  Oh, 
these  Papists  and  their  convents  !  Not  con- 
tent with  robbing  people  of  their  sons  and 
daughters,  the  natural  stays  and  comforts  of 
their  old  age,  they  must  needs  kill  even  the 
very  remembrance  and  love  of  their  home. 
Ay,  they're  nice  places,  those  godly  prisons 
of  yours ! ' 

Henriette  Briss  did  not  lose  her  temper. 
She  took  up  the  defence  of  her  beloved  con- 
vent, however,  warmly,  invoking  all  the  texts 
and  arguments  she  could  think  of.     Had  she 
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not  spent  eleven  delightful  years  in  one 
of  those  prisons,  as  Madame  Ebsen  called 
them,  morally  annihilated  and  merged  in 
God  ?  and  had  not  the  awakening  from  her 
long  dream  been  very  hard  and  dreary  ? 
'  Believe  me,  Madame  Ebsen,'  said  she,  'the 
convent  is  the  only  refuge  for  the  noble  and 
pure-minded.' 

At  this  the  good  woman  almost  choked 
with  indiofnation. 

'  What  wicked  nonsense  ! '  she  exclaimed. 
'  You  had  better  go  back  to  your  nuns  .  . 
A  pack  of  lazy  hussies  and  mad  women  ! ' 

The  rest  of  the  discussion  was  lost  in  a 
ripple  of  notes.  The  '  wallflowers '  began 
to  brighten  up  and  drew  their  chairs  nearer 
to  the  table,  while,  in  her  pure,  though 
rather  languid,  voice,  Eline  sang  a  ballad  of 
Chopin's.  Then  came  Grandmother's  turn. 
They  pressed  her  to  give  them  an  ancient 
Scandinavian  air,  which  Lina  translated 
verse  by  verse  for  Lorie.  Raising  herself 
in  her  arm-chair,  the  old  lady  feebly  sang  the 
heroic  song  of  King  Christian,  '  who  stood 
by  the  mainmast  wrapt  in  smoke,'  or  the 
melancholy  invocation  to  the  absent  father- 
land— 

Denmark,  thy  fair  fields  and  meadows, 
Bounded  by  deep  blue  waves. 

Her  voice  is  heard  no  longer  at  the 
Ebsens'  The  piano  is  mute.  The  candles 
in    the    drawing-room    are     never    lighted. 
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Grandmother  has  gone  to  another  country 
which  nothing  bounds,  and  where  the  mea- 
dows are  fair  beyond  description,  but  so  vast, 
so  distant,  that  none  who  ever  visit  them 
return. 

CHAPTER    IV. 

'MORNI  X  G     II  O  U  R  S.' 

A  few  days  after  Grandmother's  death,  the 
little  Lories  were  alone  in  their  lod^ing[s. 
Their  father  was  away  at  his  office,  Syl- 
vanire  had  <rone  out  marketing,  and  the  door 
was  carefully  double-locked  as  usual.  Syl- 
vanire,  who  was  not  a  bit  less  nervous  than 
when  she  arrived  in  Paris,  still  firmly  be- 
lieved that  children  were  bought  and  sold 
on  a  gigantic  scale  there.  What  became  of 
them  afterwards  she  hardly  knew.  Perhaps 
they  were  carried  away  by  the  street  acro- 
bats. Perhaps  by  the  strolling  minstrels 
who  played  in  front  of  the  cafes.  Perhaps 
(horrible  thought !)  it  was  even  true,  as  she 
had  heard,  that  the  little  boys  and  girls  who 
disappeared  were  made  into  succulent  hot 
patties.  At  all  events  it  was  well  to  be 
prudent ;  so  whenever  Maurice  and  Fanny 
were  left  at  home,  they  received  a  parting 
injunction  to  be  sure  they  kept  the  door 
locked,  and  did  not  open  it  to  anybody  but 
Romain. 

Romain  was  the  man   with   the  basket, 
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who  had  so  often  excited  poor  Grandmother's 
curiosity.  He  had  left  Algeria  a  few  days 
after  his  master,  the  Sous-prefet,  lingering 
behind  just  long  enough  to  give  his  suc- 
cessor time  to  make  himself  comfortable  in 
his  old  quarters.  Romain  was  a  public 
functionary,  too ;  the  Sous-prefecture  porter, 
gardener,  coachman,  and  major-domo,  all  in 
one,  to  say  nothing  of  his  being  Sylvanire's 
husband.  But  that  part  of  his  multifarious 
functions  was,  on  the  whole,  hardly  worth 
speaking  of.  Sylvanire  had  not  made  up 
her  mind  to  marry  him  without  a  good  deal 
of  hesitation,  for  ever  since  that  unfortunate 
affair  at  Bourges  she  had  lost  all  interest 
in  the  other  sex.  She  would  not  have  gone 
out  of  her  way  for  the  handsomest  man  in 
the  world,  much  less  for  such  a  puny,  insig- 
nificant, stuttering,  stammering,  little  fellow 
as  Romain,  whose  chief  attraction  was  a 
bilious  yellow  complexion  he  had  brought 
back  from  Senegal,  where  he  had  been  the 
governor's  gardener  after  ssrving  some  time 
in  the  navy.  But  then  his  employers  were 
attached  to  him.  He  was  kind,  obliging, 
and  handy  at  so  many  trades  ;  he  made  such 
beautiful  nosegays,  invented  such  amusing 
g-ames  for  the  children,  had  ogled  her  so 
long  and  tenderly,  that  she  at  last  consented  ; 
not,  however,  till  she  had  done  her  utmost 
to  discourage  him,  even  going  the  length  of 
telling  him  the  story  of  the  perfidious  ar- 
tillery cadet. 

E  2 
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'  Have  it  your  own  way,  Romain, '  said 
she  one  morning,  with  a  shrug  of  her  great, 
strong  shoulders  that  may  have  meant, 
'  Well,  that  is  an  odd  notion  of  yours,  to 
be  sure ! ' 

Romain's  stuttering  gratitude  was  passion- 
ate but  slightly  inarticulate  ;  vows  of  eternal 
devotion  mingled  strangely  with  bloodthirsty 
and  vengeful  schemes  for  the  indiscriminate 
annihilation  of  the  whole  artillery  corps. 
Crd  cochon  ! 

Crd  cochon  !  was  his  favourite  expletive. 
It  would  out,  do  what  he  could  to  break  him- 
self of  the  habit.  Crd  cochon  !  expressed  all 
violent  emotions  indifferently.  '  Crd  cochon  ! 
Admiral,'  was  all  he  said  the  day  Admiral 
de  Genouilly  miraculously  rescued  him  from 
the  court-martial.  '  Crd  cochon  !  Madame 
Lorie ! '  he  ejaculated,  when  that  good  lady 
persuaded  her  maid  to  marry  him.  That 
sainted  pig,  in  fact,  stood  for  all  sorts  of 
eloquent  protestations  with  Romain. 

Marriage  did  not  alter  the  lives  of  this 
peculiar  couple.  The  wife  kept  with  her 
mistress  just  as  usual ;  the  husband  kept  to 
his  porter's  lodge  and  his  garden  ;  so  that 
they  were  never  together.  At  night  Syl- 
vanire  had  her  patient  to  attend  to,  and 
when  she  went  away  she  continued  to  sleep 
upstairs  with  the  children,  leaving  her 
husband  to  bewail  his  lot  in  the  majestic 
solitude  of  the  huge  bed  provided  for  him 
in  the  lodge   by    a   beneficent  Government. 
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They  had  been  living  their  matrimonial  life 
in  this  austere  fashion  some  months  when 
the  crash  came,  their  master  was  ruined,  and 
Sylvanire  received  orders  to  bring  Maurice 
and  Fanny  over. 

'  And  pray,  what  is  to  become  of  me  ? ' 
asked  Romain,  as  he  corded  up  his  wife's 
trunks. 

'  Do  as  you  please,  my  good  man,'  re- 
plied Sylvanire  ;  '  I'm  going.' 

Now  what  would  have  pleased  Romain 
was  the  idea  of  keeping  house  with  his 
wife.  On  her  assuring  him  that  their  master 
intended  to  retain  them  both  in  his  service 
when  they  got  to  Paris,  and  that  in  future 
they  would  really  live  together,  he  threw  up 
his  place  without  a  murmur.  The  greeting 
he  got  from  Sylvanire  in  the  Rue  du  Val- 
de-Grace,  her  silent  eloquence  as  she  pointed 
to  the  misery  round  them,  and  showed  him 
the  children  huddled  together  amongst  the 
piles  of  empty  boxes- — all  this  drew  from  him 
nothing  but  an  unusually  vigorous  '  Crd 
cochon  !  We've  a  fine  chance  of  setting  up 
housekeeping  here !  They  don't  want  coach- 
men here,  or  gardeners,  or  major-domos.' 

'  We  shall  manage  very  well  with  only 
Sylvanire  for  the  present,'  said  M.  Lone  in 
his  grandest  manner  ;  at  the  same  time  ad- 
vising him  to  try  and  get  some  outside  work 
(though,  of  course,  their  embarrassments  were 
only  temporary).  For  that  matter,  as  Syl- 
vanire   remarked    soon    after,    numbers    of 
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fashionable  wives  and  husbands  were  sepa- 
rated in  Paris.  They  would  see  each  other 
every  now  and  then,  and  love  each  other 
all  the  better  for  being  apart.  This,  with  a 
broad  and  amiable  grin  brightening  her  face 
under  her  white  linen  head-dress. 

'  Well,  stick  to  that,'  replied  Romain, 
'  and  I'll  try  to  find  something.'  And  it  is  a 
fact  worth  mentioning  that  he  did  find  some- 
thing  very  much  sooner  than  his  master. 
By  merely  going  down  to  the  banks  of  the 
generous  river,  and  mixing  with  the  tribes  of 
Bohemians  whom  it  supports,  he  had  the 
choice  of  quite  a  number  of  professions.  He 
could  turn  bargee,  or  unload  boats,  or  be 
a  lock-keeper  or  a  wash-house  assistant. 
After  mature  reflection,  he  decided  in  favour 
of  lock-keeping.  He  accepted  a  place  at 
the  lock  just  opposite  the  Mint.  It  wasn't 
quite  the  same  thing  as  a  Government  situa- 
ation,  but  at  all  events  it  was,  so  to  speak, 
next  door  to  one,  and  on  that  account 
pleased  him ;  for,  like  Lorie,  he  was  an 
ardent  admirer  of  the  Service.  The  work 
was  hard  enough,  and  left  him  little  leisure. 
Whenever  he  could  get  away  he  would 
hasten  to  the  Rue  du  Val-de-Grace,  always 
taking  some  little  present  or  other  with  him 
in  his  big  basket.  Not  much — a  lock- 
keeper's  perquisites.  Sometimes  it  would 
be  a  few  damp  logs  of  wood,  dropped  into 
the  Seine  by  somebody  in  breaking  up  a 
raft ;    at   other   times  it   would   be  a  pound 


MORNING  HOURS.'  55 

or  two  of  apples,  or  a  packet  of  coffee.  He 
was  always  supposed  to  bring  these  offerings 
for  Sylvanire,  but  the  whole  household  got 
the  benefit  of  them.  It  occasionally  hap- 
pened, too,  that  a  little  fried  fish  found  its 
way  into  the  basket,  or  a  piece  of  beef;  and 
provisions  of  that  kind  certainly  cannot  have 
been  fished  up  out  of  the  river. 

For  some  time  past,  however,  Romain's 
visits  had  been  rarer.  He  had  just  been 
appointed  chief  lock-keeper  at  Petit-Port,  a 
village  eight  or  nine  miles  from  Paris.  A 
hundred  francs  a  month,  light  and  firing  free, 
and  a  cottage  on  the  waterside  thrown  in, 
with  a  strip  of  garden  for  flowers  and  vege- 
tables. Quite  a  fortune,  indeed  ;  yet  he 
would  never  have  accepted  it,  never  have 
agreed  to  leave  Sylvanire,  had  she  not  posi- 
tively ordered  him  to  clo  so,  telling  him 
that  the  spring  was  fast  approaching,  and 
that  she  would  run  down  with  the  children 
now  and  then  to  spend  a  few  days  with  him. 
Why,  it  would  be  almost  like  having  a 
country-house  of  their  own  to  the  poor 
dears  ;  and  some  day  later  on,  perhaps  (who 
could  say  ?)  they  might  even  settle  down 
cosily  together  for  good.  This  was  all  the 
lock-keeper  could  get  her  to  promise,  though. 
Half-wild  with  delightful  anticipation  he  set 
off  for  Petit- Port ;  and  since  then  he  had 
been  only  able  to  snatch  an  hour  or  two  at 
long  intervals  for  visiting  them. 

Once    Romain   was    gone,   the    children 
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had  the  strictest  orders  not  to  open  the 
door,  whoever  might  knock.  But  the  little 
Algerians  would  have  stifled  behind  the  dark 
shutters,  for  ever  closed  to  hide  the  misery 
of  their  home.  They  were  used  to  light ; 
they  could  not  live  without  light.  Never 
thinking  harm,  with  touching  simplicity  they 
often  opened  the  window  facing  the  street, 
not  reflecting  that  a  passer-by  could  easily 
get  in  by  stepping  over  the  sill,  which  was 
level  with  the  o-round.  But  what  was  there 
to  fear  in  a  peaceful  street  like  this,  where 
the  cats  lay  asleep  all  day  in  the  sunshine, 
and  the  pretty  pink  feet  of  the  pigeons 
scratched  away  for  hours  and  hours  together 
at  the  cobble-stones  ?  And  then  you  must 
remember  they  were  only  too  proud  to  let 
people  see  that  they  had  actually  beds, 
chairs,  and  a  wardrobe  in  their  lodgings,  not 
to  speak  of  the  shelves  for  the  hat-boxes 
and  books.  Sylvanire  had  chopped  up  most 
of  their  old  furniture  for  firewood.  Nothing 
remained  but  a  couple  of  boxes,  out  of  which 
the  future  Borda  cadet  amused  himself  by 
constructing  quite  a  small  fleet  of  sailing- 
boats  and  rowing-boats.  It  was  the  young 
gentleman's  way  of  preparing  himstlf  for 
the  naval  school.  He  owed  his  ship-build- 
ing tastes  chiefly  to  Romain,  a  little  to  his 
father,  too;  for  Lorie-Dufresne,  fancying  he 
saw  signs  of  a  vocation  in  the  lad,  at  a  very 
tender  age  got  into  the  way  of  introducing 
him  as  '  Our  sailor-boy,  ladies  and  gentle- 


'MORNING  HOURS:  57 

men  ! '  to  the  guests  who  attended  the  enter- 
tainments at  the  Sous-prefecture.  Or  else 
he  would  turn  to  the  child  with  an  exulting 
'  Ah,  Maurice,  my  boy ;  only  think  of  it. 
The  Borda !' 

At  first  the  child  was  delighted  enough 
by  the  respectful  way  in  which  his  play- 
fellows talked  of  the  glorious  career  he  had 
chosen,  or  admired  the  gold-laced  cap  his 
mother  had  bought  him.  When  the  matter 
grew  really  serious,  and  he  was  set  to  work 
at  mathematics,  trigonometry,  and  other  dry 
sciences  for  which  he  had  no  more  taste 
than  for  the  sea  and  adventures  in  general, 
it  was  too  late  to  back  out,  and  he  did  not 
dare  to  protest  when  people  called  him 
the  sailor.  But  thenceforward  his  life  was 
poisoned.  The  very  name  of  the  Borda 
they  were  always  hurling  at  him  crushed 
him  instantly.  He  became  a  wretched,  sea- 
soddened,  and  spiritless  specimen  of  boy- 
hood ;  for  ever  haunted  by  a  prospective 
naval  cadetship,  dismayed  at  the  very 
thought  of  the  head-splitting  equations,  and 
diagrams,  and  geometry  he  had  to  master 
before  he  should  be  admitted ;  and  even 
more  dismayed  when  the  dread  idea  that 
perhaps,  after  all,  he  might  be  admitted, 
occurred  to  him. 

He  was  as  fond  of  ship-building,  how- 
ever, as  ever.  Nothing  pleased  him  more 
than  for  Fanny  to  ask  him  to  make  her  a 
boat.      At  this   particular   moment   he   was 


58  PORT  SALVATION. 

engaged  on  a  sloop,  destined  to  be  the 
finest  sloop  ever  sailed  on  the  pond  in  the 
garden  of  the  Luxembourg.  He  was  hard 
at  work  by  the  window,  with  his  little  sister 
by  his  side  waiting  to  pass  him  the  tools 
from  the  window-ledge,  and  a  knot  of  ragged, 
shirtless,  and  braceless  urchins  watching  him 
outside  with  ingenuous,  open-mouthed  admi- 
ration. 

All  at  once  there  came  a  cry  of  '  Out  of 
the  way,  there  ! '  The  cobble-stones  rattled, 
the  dogs  began  to  bark,  the  children  and  the 
pigeons  got  out  of  the  way  there,  and  a 
handsome  carriage  and  pair,  with  piebald 
horses  and  a  coachman  in  a  chestnut  livery, 
drew  up  just  in  front  of  the  Lories'  door. 
A  tall,  gaunt  old  lady,  with  wicked-looking 
eyes,  overhung  by  eyebrows  as  thick  as 
moustaches,  stepped  out,  and  darting  sour 
glances  at  the  two  children  inquired  whether 
this  was  Madame  Ebsen's. 

The  Borda  cadet  clenched  his  fists  and 
teeth  tightly,  and,  though  much  frightened, 
boldly  answered,  '  No,  it's  on  the  next  floor  ;' 
shutting  the  window  as  fast  as  ever  he  could 
to  keep  out  the  apparition,  which  he  and  his 
little  sister  took  to  be  one  of  the  evil  black 
women  Sylvanire  invariably  introduced  them 
to  in  her  more  gruesome  stories. 

'  She  must  be  one  of  them,'  exclaimed 
Fanny,  with  bated  breath,  marvelling  much 
at  the  courage  of  her  brother  as  she  spoke. 

'  I  believe  so,'  replied  Maurice,  listening 
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to  the  sound  of  their  sinister  visitor's  steps 
outside  on  the  stairs. 

'  Didn't  you  see  what  a  look  she  gave 
us  ? '  said  Fanny.  '  I  was  almost  afraid  she 
would  come  in  at  the  window.' 

'  I  should  like  to  have  seen  her  try,' 
rejoined  the  sailor,  in  a  voice  which  he  did 
his  best  to  make  defiant. 

So  long  as  that  woman  stayed  overhead, 
so  long  as  that  carriage  stood  motionless  out- 
side the  window,  blocking  up  their  view  of 
the  street,  they  remained  silently  huddled 
together,  hardly  venturing  to  talk  or  breathe, 
or  knock  a  nail  in.  At  last  they  thought 
they  heard  her  go.  To  make  sure,  however, 
the  Borda  cadet  lifted  a  corner  of  the  curtain 
and  peeped  out.  Next  instant  he  dropped  it 
again,  for  there  was  the  evil  woman  just  out- 
side, looking  at  him  wolfishly  through  the 
panes,  as  though  she  longed  to  carry  him  off. 
Then  the  carriage  door  slammed  to,  the 
horses  snorted  and  started  on  their  journey, 
the  shadow  they  had  cast  on  the  window  dis- 
appeared. The  strange  visitor  was  whirled 
away,  and  vanished  like  a  troubled  dream. 

'  Thank  goodness  ! '  exclaimed  little  Fanny 
when  she  had  quite  gone.  And  with  that 
she  heaved  a  deep  sigh  of  relief. 

When  Lorie  went  upstairs  that  evening, 
he  found  Madame  Ebsen  all  in  a  flutter  with 
excitement  at  having  such  a  fashionable 
visitor. 
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'  Who  was  it  ? '  said  Lorie.  '  I  heard 
something  vague  about  a  carriage.' 

She  proudly  handed  him  a  large,  im- 
posing-looking card,  with  this  inscription  : — 

JEANNE    AUTHEMAN, 

PRESIDENT    AND    FOUNDER 

OF   THE    LADY    EVANGELISTS'    MISSION, 

PORT-SAUVEUR,    PARIS. 

'  What !  Madame  Autheman,  the  bank- 
er's wife  ? '  said  Lorie. 

'  Not  Madame  Autheman  herself.  She 
sent  some  one  in  her  name  to  ask  Lina  to 
translate  a  collection  of  prayers  and  medi- 
tations.' 

Madame  Ebsen  pointed  to  a  small  gilt- 
edged  book  on   the  table.      It  was  entitled 

'  Morning  Hours,'  by  Madame .     Below 

this  you  read  the  following  words — 

'  A  woman  lost  the  world.  A  woman 
shall  save  ill 

Two  translations  were  wanted,  one  Ger- 
man and  the  other  English.  The  price  of- 
fered was  three  sous  a  prayer. 

'  An  odd  trade,  isn't  it  ?'  said  Lina,  with- 
out raising  her  head  from  the  exercise  she 
was  correcting  for  Fanny. 

'  Not  a  bad  one,'  replied  Madame  Ebsen, 
who  was  not  inclined  to  be  transcendental. 
'  I  daresay  they  make  a  fair  profit  out  of 
it.' 

With  that  she  began  telling  her  neigh- 
bour about  this  strange  person  who  had  been 
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sent  to  them,  lowering  her  voice  as  much  as 
possible  in  order  not  to  interrupt  the  lesson. 

'  Let  me  see,  what  wras  her  name  now  ? 
Mademoiselle  .  Ah,   here  it    is  on  the 

card.  "  Mademoiselle  Anne  de  Beuil,  Hotel 
Autheman."  Yes,  actually  cle  Beuil  in  two 
words.  Yet  she  looked  more  like  a  peasant 
than  an  aristocrat.  Very  free  and  easy, 
too,  I  assure  you.  If  you  had  only  heard 
the  questions  she  put  us.  First  she  asked 
whether  we  had  many  visitors,  and  then 
what  their  names  were,  and  then  she  took  to 
criticising  Lina's  portrait.  Her  expression 
was  too  cheerful,  she  thought ;  much  too 
cheerful.' 

'  Too  cheerful ! '  indignantly  exclaimed 
Lorie,  who  had  grieved  for  some  time  past 
to  see  how  wan  and  sad  her  young  face  had 
grown  since  Grandmother's  death. 

'  Stop  a  bit,'  continued  Madame  Ebsen, 
'  that's  not  nearly  all.  She  told  us  we  were 
heedless  sinners,  who  neglected  our  salva- 
tion. Why  didn't  we  live  with  God  ?  said 
she.  But  there,  I  can't  remember  all  she 
said.  It  was  a  regular  sermon,  texts  and  all 
complete.  I  was  only  sorry  Henriette 
couldn't  hear  it.  What  a  pair  of  preachers 
they  would  have  made,  to  be  sure ! ' 

Has  Mademoiselle  Briss  left,  then  ? ' 
inquired  Lorie,  who  took  no  little  interest  in 
the  crazy  creature ;  doubtless  because  he 
knew  she  regarded  him  as  a  highly  practical 
man. 
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'  Yes,  she  went  out  as  lady  companion  to 
Princess  Souvorine  a  week  ago.  A  splendid 
place,  and  no  children.' 

'  I  suppose  she  was  delighted  ? ' 

'  Oh,  no,  she's  quite  miserable  about  it, 
and  would  give  anything  to  get  back  to  that 
dreadful  place  of  hers  in  the  Rue  du  Cherche- 
Midi.     Poor  Henriette  !' 

Madame  Ebsen  could  not  get  over  her 
visitor's  reproaches  for  some  time  after  that. 
'  Not  live  with  God,  indeed!'  she  exclaimed. 
'  That's  not  true  as  far  as  Lina  is  concerned, 
at  all  events.  Doesn't  she  attend  ail  the 
meetings  regularly,  and  play  the  organ  at 
the  church  in  the  Rue  Chauchat  ?  As  to 
me,  I've  no  time  for  that  sort  of  thing.  I'd 
have  liked  to  see  how  much  praying  that 
Mademoiselle  de  Beuil  would  have  done  if 
she'd  had  an  old  mother  and  a  child  to  look 
after.  It  was  work  enough  to  pick  up  pupils, 
and  then  you  had  to  run  half  over  Paris  in 
all  weathers  to  find  them.  I  was  so  worn 
out  at  night  that  I  hadn't  strength  in  me 
to  think,  much  less  pray.  Wasn't  it  piety 
enough  to  keep  mother  happy  to  the  end 
of  her  life,  and  give  Lina  the  good  education 
that  is  so  useful  to  her  now  ?  Ah,  my  dear 
child  !  you  will  not  have  to  slave  as  I  had 
when  I  began  to  earn  my  living.' 

Stirred  by  the  recollection  of  her  trou- 
bles, she  told  them  of  the  many  ill-paid 
lessons  she  used  to  give  in  the  shop-parlours 
to  poor  folk  hardly  better  off  than  herself. 
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Sometimes,  not  being  able  to  make  even  a 
pitiful  franc  an  hour,  she  had  been  glad  to 
exchange  German  lessons  for  French.  How 
exacting  the  parents  were,  too !  One  of 
them  actually  made  her  walk  all  the  way 
from  the  Arc  de  l'Etoile  to  the  Bastille,  wet 
or  dry,  while  she  drummed  languages  and 
irregular  verbs  into  her  daughter  (a  very  fat 
little  girl,  who  had  been  ordered  to  take  a 
great  deal  of  exercise).  For  years  she  had 
endured  all  a  poor  woman's  bitter  privations 
and  humiliations.  She  had*  worn  shabby 
dresses,  and  often  gone  without  eating,  to 
save  the  six  sous  she  needed  for  her  omnibus. 
Happily  she  had  found  that  place  at  Madame 
de  Bourlon's  Boarding  School  at  last ;  a  fa- 
shionable school,  where  nearly  all  the  pupils 
were  the  daughters  of  wealthy  bankers  and 
merchants.  To  begin  with,  there  was  Leonie 
Rougier,  who  had  since  become  Countess 
d'Arlot ;  then  there  was  Deborah  Becker, 
the  present  Baroness  Gerspach ;  and  that 
pretty,  eccentric  girl  Jeanne  Chatelus,  who 
was  such  a  fervent  Protestant,  and  always 
carried  a  pocket  Bible  about  with  her. 
Jeanne  used  to  preach  regular  sermons  to 
her  school-fellows  in  the  play-ground.  They 
said  she  was  engaged  to  a  young  missionary, 
and  that  as  soon  as  they  married  they  were 
going  out  to  Africa  to  convert  the  Basutos. 
And,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  one  morning  she 
did  leave  the  school  and  get  married,  though 
not  to   the   missionary.      When   they   next 
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heard  of  her,  three  weeks  after,  she  was 
Madame  Autheman. 

Lorie  started. 

'  Oh,  yes,'  said  Madame  Ebsen,  smiling  ; 
'  can  you  wonder  at  her  preferring  the  richest 
banker  in  Paris  to  a  penniless  missionary  ? 
Well,  she  must  have  had  plenty  of  cou- 
rage to  marry  him.  He  is  hideous.  The 
whole  of  one  side  of  his  face  is  disfigured 
by  a  huge  wen,  which  he  keeps  covered  up 
under  a  black  silk  bandage.  Skin  diseases 
run  in  the  Autheman  family.  His  mother 
had  something  wrong  with  her  hands  and 
arms,  which  compelled  her  to  wear  long 
gloves  day  and  night.  Their  cousins,  the 
Beckers,  suffer  in  exactly  the  same  way  But 
this  husband  of  Jeanne's  is  more  disfigured 
than  any  of  them.  Yes,  she  must  have  been 
desperately  anxious  to  grow  rich  to  have 
married  such  a  creature  as  that.' 

Lina,  who  had  just  finished  her  lesson, 
and  was  sitting  in  Grandmother's  favourite 
corner,  turning  over  the  pages  of  '  Morning 
Hours,'  here  broke  in  with  a  gentle  protest. 

'  How  do  we  know  that  she  cared  about 
being  rich,  mother  ?  '  said  sweet-voiced  Lina. 
'  May  she  not  have  taken  him  out  of  pity  ; 
may  she  not  have  obeyed  a  generous  im- 
pulse, some  longing  for  self-sacrifice ;  may 
not  something  have  prompted  her  to  devote 
her  life  to  this  poor,  stricken  fellow-creature  ? 
Ah,  mother !  the  world  is  very  cruel  and 
blind ! ' 
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She  bent  her  young  face  as  she  spoke, 
a  face  with  pale,  downy  cheeks,  that  still 
bore  the  marks  of  sorrow  on  them.  The 
heavy  masses  of  silvery-fair  hair  drooped 
over  the  book  for  a  moment.  Then,  turning 
towards  her  mother,  Lina  abruptly  added — 

'  Here's  a  passage  that  seems  to  have 
been  written  expressly  for  young"  women 
who  are  too  cheerful — like  me,  mother. 
Listen  :  "  Smiles  and  gaiety  are  the  signs  of 
a  corrupt  heart.  The  heart  has  no  need  of 
them  if  the  peace  of  God  reigns  within  it."  ' 

'  Now  I  come  to  think  of  it,'  said 
Madame  Ebsen,  '  I  never  saw  that  little 
Chatelus  laugh.  And  as  she  wrote  the  book, 
why ' 

Lina  cut  her  short,  however. 

'  Here's  something  much  worse  ; '  and, 
trembling  with  excitement,  she  rose  and  read 
what  followed  :  '  "  Fathers,  mothers,  husbands, 
and  children  do  but  ensnare  the  affections. 
Sooner  or  later  they  must  die.  They  who 
fix  their  hearts  upon  them  act  without  fore- 
t /might"' 

'  How  can  she  write  such  trash  ! '  ex- 
claimed Madame  Ebsen,  wrathfully. 

'  Stop  a  bit,'  continued  Lina.  '  That's 
not  all  either.  What  do  you  say  to  this,'  she 
added,  laying  particular  stress  on  the  next 
passage  :  '"  ft  is  a  prudent  thing  to  love 
Christ,  and  Christ  only.  Christ  does  not 
deceive  or'  die.  But  He  is  jealous  of  our  affec- 
tion, and  asks  for  our  whole  heart.     Let  zis, 

F 


65  PORT  SALVATION. 

therefore,  make  war  on  all  idols.  Let  11s 
expel  all  His  rivals  from  our  hearts. 

'  Do  you  hear  that,  mother !  It's  a  sin 
for  us  to  love  each  other  !  .  .  .  You  are  to 
tear  me  from  your  heart.  .  Christ  is  to 
come  between  us  with  those  two  arms  of 
His  they  nailed  upon  the  cross !  How 
infamous  to  write  such  things  !  .  I  cannot 
translate  this  book.     I  will  not' 

She  spoke  with  such  strong  emotion  ; 
she  emphasised  her  words  by  a  gesture  so 
strangely  passionate  in  a  girl  of  her  sweet, 
calm  temper ;  that  the  pale-faced  little  child 
standing  beside  her  felt  a  nervous  shock  go 
through  her,  and  trembled  from  head  to  foot. 

'  There,  there,  dear,  don't  be  frightened,' 
said  Eline,  taking  her  on  her  lap  and  em- 
bracing her  with  a  warmth  which  made  Lorie 
blush  with  pleasure.  He  could  not  have 
told  you  why. 

'  Come,  come,  Linette,  no  need  to  put 
yourself  in  a  passion.  We  should  have 
enough  to  do  if  we  were  to  pay  attention 
to  all  the  nonsense  we  hear  and  read  every 
day.  I  must  say,  though,  this  lady's  prayer 
is  stupid  enough.  But  never  mind  her, 
Linette ,  we  can  love  each  other  all  the 
same.' 

She  gave  her  one  of  those  perfectly  trust- 
ful looks  which  you  could  not  have  seen  in 
her  eyes  had  not  the  same  blood  flowed  in 
her  veins  as  in  Lina's. 

'  But  this  sort  of  madness  is  catching-,' 
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said  Eline.  '  It  might  do  a  great  deal  of 
harm  to  young  and  weak-minded  people.' 

'  I  am  inclined  to  agree  with  your 
daughter,'  chimed  in  Lorie ;  '  although  to  be 
sure 

Madame  Ebsen  shrugged  her  shoulders. 
'  Nonsense,  nonsense.  Who  ever  reads  those 
books  ?  Why,  they  are  just  as  harmless  as 
the  little  English  tracts  that  are  given  away 
in  the  Champ-Elysees,  like  bills  of  fare  or 
tailors'  price  lists.' 

So,  that  matter  being  settled,  they  dis- 
cussed the  business  side  of  the  question. 
They  did  not  mind  doing  it  before  Lorie. 
It  was  not  so  bad.  Three  sous  a  prayer. 
Yes,  they  might  make  quite  a  large  sum  of 
money  if  they  both  set  to  work  at  the  book 
quickly.  No  doubt  there  would  be  others 
to  translate  when  that  was  finished.  When 
people  were  poor  they  could  not  afford  to 
despise  any  little  help  of  this  kind.  At  all 
events  it  would  be  something  towards  Lina's 
wedding  trousseau. 

Lorie  rose  and  bade  Fanny  say  good- 
night. The  Ebsens'  drawing-room,  till  then 
the  brightest,  kindliest  place  in  the  world 
to  him,  seemed  suddenly  to  have  grown  sad 
and  cold.  He  had  no  share  or  part  in  its 
cheerfulness  any  longer.  He  was  but  a 
stranger,  paying  a  casual  visit.  And  all 
this  change  had  come  over  him  merely 
because  worthy  Madame  Ebsen  had  un- 
thinkingly treated   him   as  the  middle-aged 
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man  he  was,  and  spoken  of  Lina's  wedding- 
day. 

Yes.  Soon  or  late  the  sweet  girl  would 
of  course  marry.  Very  soon,  perhaps. 
Well,  her  husband  would  have  a  wife  he 
could  be  proud  of,  so  clever  and  brave, 
so  orderly,  so  sensible,  so  full  of  tender 
charity.  Yet  somehow  the  idea  of  her  being 
married  made  him  sad.  It  haunted  him 
when  he  got  back  to  his  little  room  looking 
on  to  the  garden.  The  children  slept  in 
the  next  room,  and  he  could  hear  Fanny 
telling-  her  nurse  all  that  Mademoiselle 
Eline  had  said  and  done  while  they  were 
upstairs.  Yes,  Mademoiselle  had  a  large 
place  in  the  heart  of  the  little  orphan.  She 
would  have  no  time  to  think  of  other  people's 
children,  though,  when  she  married ,  she 
would  have  children  of  her  own.  Poor 
Lorie !  He  remembered  how  her  mere 
presence  had  gladdened  their  sad  home  that 
day  of  her  first  visit.  Then  to  quiet  him- 
self he  thought  it  might  be  well  to  sort 
a  few  letters.  Sorting-  letters  was  Lorie's 
pet  hobby,  his  passion,  his  great  stay  and 
comfort  in  moments  of  dire  affliction.  He 
had  a  number  of  green  boxes  for  the  purpose, 
labelled,  Business  Letters,  Family  Papers, 
Political,  Sundry,  and  so  forth.  Over  and 
again  he  had  arranged  all  his  precious 
papers  under  their  appropriate  headings. 
No  new  documents  ever  swelled  the  collec- 
tion ;  and  now,  when  he  wanted  to  indulge 
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his  hobby,  he  had  to  content  himself  by 
transferring  the  letters  he  already  had  from 
one  paper  cover  to  another.  So  long  as  he 
could  shift  them  from  a  green  cover  to  a 
brown  one,  or  from  a  brown  cover  back 
again  to  a  green  one,  he  felt  happy. 

The  first  packet  his  eye  lighted  on  that 
evening  had  the  word  Valentine  inscribed 
outside  it,  like  a  name  on  a  tombstone. 
There  before  him  lay  all  that  remained  of 
his  dead  wife — the  letters  written  to  him  that 
year  of  her  illness.  Only  those  ;  for  till  that 
time  they  had  never  been  parted.  They 
were  long  letters,  and  the  packet  held  a 
good  many  of  them.  Some  (the  oldest) 
were  almost  cheerful  ;  filled  with  loving 
counsel  and  gossip  about  his  health  and  the 
children's  ;  instructions  for  Sylvanire  and 
Romain,  marked  with  all  the  natural 
anxiety  of  an  absent  mother.  Next  came 
long  lamentations  ;  the  fretful  outpourings  of 
an  invalid.  Lastly,  there  were  despairing 
letters ;  cries  of  rage  and  anguish ;  bitter 
complaints  of  her  hard,  pitiless  destiny ;  and, 
curiously  mingled  with  them,  still  the  same 
womanly  anxiety  about  the  household  and 
the  children.  One  had  a  postscript  for 
Sylvanire,  bidding  her  to  be  sure  and  have 
the  mattresses  cleaned.  Here  and  there, 
where  the  ink  had  spread,  the  faded  cha- 
racters seemed  to  have  been  once  wet  with 
tears.  Here  and  there  the  letters  were  too 
large  or  shaky ;  and  you  saw  the  hand  had 
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trembled — that  the  illness  had  made  fell 
progress.  The  writing  in  the  last  letter  of 
all  bore  no  more  resemblance  to  the  first 
than  the  poor,  worn,  withered  woman  who 
had  greeted  him  in  the  vinedresser's  room 
at  Amboise  had  borne  to  the  wife  who  had 
set  sail  only  one  short  year  before,  ere 
disease  had  destroyed  the  ripe  and  matronly 
freshness  of  a  face  that  the  sailors  in  Cher- 
chell  harbour  so  often  turned  to  look  at. 
Valentine  had  written  this  letter  while  he 
was  away  in  Paris,  trying  to  save  his  place. 
She  had  sent  him  from  her  without  a 
murmur,  though  she  knew  that  when  she 
did  so,  Death  was  at  the  gate.  '  Yes, 
husband,'  ran  the  message,  '  I  knew  that 
all  was  over.  I  knew  we  should  never 
meet  in  life  again.  But  there  was  no  help. 
For  your  own  sake,  for  our  children's  sake, 
I  had  to  let  you  go.  .  .  Oh !  how  sad  it 
is  to  have  but  a  few  short  hours  before  us, 
and  even  for  those  few  hours  to  be  parted ! 
To  think  that  I  should  die  alone,  after 
all,  far  from  my  husband  and  my  children  ! ' 
There  were  no  more  complaints  after  that; 
nothing  but  resignation.  As  in  her  days 
of  health,  towards  the  very  end  she  had 
grown  calm  and  patient,  cheered  him,  given 
him  good  and  sensible  advice,  bid  him  take 
heart  of  grace,  for  Government  would  never 
part  with  so  valuable  a  servant,  of  that 
she  felt  quite  sure.  All  that  distressed 
her  was  the  thought  of  what  would  become 
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of  the  house  and  the  children  after  her  death. 
There  would  be  so  many  things  to  think  of; 
things  which  a  man  with  an  absorbing  career 
might  have  to  leave  to  strangers.  Sylvanire 
was  married,  and  might  not  always  be  with 
them.  Besides,  with  all  her  devotion, 
Sylvanire  was  but  a  servant.  Gradually, 
delicately,  with  careful  tact  choosing  her 
words,  Heaven  knows  with  how  much  effort 
— the  whole  passage  was  full  of  erasures, 
and  seemed  gasped  out  rather  than  written 
— she  hinted  at  the  possibility  of  his  marry- 
ing again  ;  not  at  once — oh,  no,  not  at  once 
— but  a  little  later,  in  a  few  years  ;  for  he 
was  a  young  man  still.  '  But  if  you  do 
marry  again,  husband,  choose  wisely.  Give 
the  little  ones  a  mother — a  real  mother.' 

Lorie  had  read  and  re-read  it  till  he 
almost  knew  it  by  heart.  Never,  however, 
had  it  impressed  him  as  it  did  that  evening, 
while  he  sat  in  the  slumbering  house, 
listening  to  the  quiet  step  of  Someone  going 
to  and  fro  in  the  apartment  overhead,  and 
setting  things  in  order  for  the  night.  He 
heard  Someone  shut  the  window  and  draw 
the  curtains.  And  still  he  sat  there  with 
misty  eyes,  reading  and  re-reading  his  dead 
wife's  last  injunction. 
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CHAPTER   V 

THE    HOTEL    AUTHEMAN. 

Those    who    saw    the    house    of   the    great 
bankers  ten  years  ago,  during  the  old  lady's 
lifetime,  would  hardly  recognise  it  now.      It 
is  one  of  the  handsomest  and   most  ancient 
left  in  the  Marais,  and  stands   at  the   corner 
of  the  Rue  Pavee,  conspicuous  by  its  mouck- 
arabic  turret,  its   high  mouldering  walls,  its 
irresfular    windows,    and   the   stone   garlands 
encircling  the  dormer  windows  on   the   roof. 
At    that  time,    like    many    another    princely 
mansion  in  the  quarter  now  used   for  com- 
merce,   it  had  a  wonderfully   animated    and 
business-like   appearance.     All  day  long  the 
heavy    trucks    that  plied  between  the   Paris 
house   and  the  refineries  at  Petit-Port  rolled 
in  and  out  of  the  great   courtyard  through 
the   massive  doorway.     On  the  steps  at  the 
end  of  the  courtyard   you  might  often  have 
seen  old   Becker  (Madame's  brother),  with  a 
pen    behind    his    car,    counting    the    leaden 
chests  of  bullion  as  they  arrived  or  left  the 
building.       For    the    Authemans    were    gold 
merchants  in  those  days,  and  supplied  gold 
and  silver  to  all  the  jewellers  in   Paris.     The 
old  lady — Madame,  as  they  called  her — used 
to  sit,   with    her    parrot's   perch    beside  her, 
watching  all   the  scales  and  counters  in  the 
bank  from  her  point  of  vantage  at  the  pulpit- 
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shaped  desk  in  one  of  the  immem 
with  the  iaded  mythological  frescoes,  on  the 
ground-floor  at  the  back.  She  affected  a 
bonnet  and  gloves  of  particular  neatness  ; 
and  every  now  and  then  you  might  have 
heard  her  screaming  to  some  luckless  cashier, 
in  harsh,  hissing  tones  that  rose  above  the 
noise  of  business  and  the  chink,  chink  of  the 
precious  metals,  '  Moses,  weigh  that  gold 
again  ;  you've  ten  centigrammes  too  much 
in  your  scales.' 

All  this  has  changed  since  the  old  lady's 
death,  and  the  disappearance  of  the  two 
black  marble  slabs  on  either  side  of  the  outer 
door,  with  the  gilt  inscriptions — Autiik- 
man's  ;  Founded  in  1804;  and  Bullion 
Bought  and  Sold.  The  firm  confines  itself 
strictly  to  banking  now,  has  all  its  ingots 
coined,  and  sends  the  public  wealth  from  one 
place  to  another  without  shutting  it  up  in 
leaden  chests  or  carting  it  about  on  heavy 
trucks.  Madame  Jeanne  Autheman's  car- 
riage wheels  alone  still  rattle  over  the  court- 
yard stones.  The  day  Lina  crossed  the 
threshold  of  the  hotel  with  her  translation 
she  was  struck  by  the  silence  of  the  ancient 
walls.  There  was  a  majestic  porter  at  the 
gate,  a  porter  clad  in  a  respectable  black 
frock-coat,  and  wearing  a  white  cravat,  which 
gave  him  a  decided  resemblance  to  a  Protes- 
tant pew  opener.  As  she  passed  through 
the  porch  on  the  left  and  ascended  the  old 
stone   staircase,    with    its    odd    corners    and 
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irregularities  dimly  lighted  by  slits  in  the 
walls  such  as  you  see  in  cathedrals,  the  bell, 
which  twice  loudly  announced  her  coming, 
awoke  so  many  lonely,  hollow  echoes,  the 
house  seemed  so  full  of  religious  solem- 
nity, that  her  heart  went  thump  against  her 
side,  and  an  indefinable  emotion  oppressed 
her. 

Anne  de  Beuil,  who  opened  the  door, 
informed  her  harshly  that  the  Lady  Presi- 
dent would  see  her  presently. 

'Have  you  brought  the  prayers?'  she 
went  on,  with  a  sour  look  from  under  her 
thick,  overhanging  eyebrows.  '  Give  them 
to  me.' 

Next  moment  she  vanished  through  a 
lofty  door,  the  original  paintings  on  which 
had  been  carefully  covered  with  some  dark 
colour  more  in  keeping  with  the  furniture 
and  hangings  in  the  room. 

Eline  waited  some  time,  seated  on  a 
wooden  bench,  a  church  bench.  A  number 
of  other  benches  were  piled  up  in  different 
places,  and  at  the  end  of  the  room  stood 
a  harmonium,  hidden  by  a  serge  wrapper. 
But  the  light  that  filtered  through  the 
stained-glass  windows  Avas  so  dim  that  she 
could  only  make  out  most  of  the  objects  in 
the  strange  place  imperfectly,  while  she  could 
not  make  anything  at  all  of  the  inscriptions 
on  the  carved  wood  panels  which  once  were 
bright  with  joyous  nymphs  and  groups  of 
chubby  Cupids  scattering  roses.     In  the  next 
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room  she  heard  a  sound  of  moans  and  sobs, 
with  the  dismal  murmur  of  a  scolding  voice. 
She  moved  to  the  end  of  her  bench  to  <jet 
further  away  from  them,  and  in  so  doing-,  to 
her  surprise  disturbed  some  one  or  something 
asleep,  for  a  voice  at  her  very  elbow  ex- 
claimed,' Weigh  it  again,  Moses  ;  weigh  it 
again ! ' 

Just  then  the  door  opened,  and  a  ray  ot 
li^ht  revealed  to  her  a  large  cage  in  which 
sat  an  ancient  parrot  with  ruffled  plumes  and 
a  gaunt,  bare  beak,  that  fully  confirmed  all 
one  reads  of  the  tenacity  of  life  shown  by 
these  members  of  the  great  ornithological 
family. 

'  The  Lady  President  will  see  you  now, 
Mademoiselle,'  said  Anne  de  Beuil,  crossing 
the  room,  accompanied  by  a  long,  lank, 
haggard  woman,  whose  eyes  seemed  red 
with  weeping,  and  who  'wore  a  travelling- 
veil.  At  that  instant  her  eye  caught  the 
parrot,  too,  and  very  frightened  the  creature 
looked  at  being  detected  by  her.  '  So 
you're  there  again,  are  you,  you  filthy 
heretic  ?'  exclaimed  the  gentle  Anne,  snatch- 
ing up  the  cage  in  a  violent  temper,  and 
shaking  the  water,  the  seed,  and  the  little  bit 
of  broken  looking-glass  inside  so  savagely 
as  she  carried  it  off,  that  the  wretched  bird 
inside  was  quite  dismayed,  and  took  to 
shrieking  at  the  top  of  its  cracked  old  voice, 
'  M  oses  !  Moses  !  weigh  it  again !  Moses  ! 
weigh  it  again  ! ' 
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Eline  found  the  Lady  President  at  her 
desk,  installed  in  a  large  and  very  commer- 
cial-looking arm-chair.  A  striking  picture 
she  made  there,  with  her  narrow  and  promi- 
nent forehead,  her  delicate  nose,  her  thin 
lips,  and  her  black  hair  smoothed  down  over 
the  temples. 

'  Be  seated,  my  child,'  said  she,  in  a  tone 
as  cold  and  chilling  as  her  complexion  and 
her  declining  youth  (for  she  was  thirty-five). 
She  wore,  not  without  a  touch  of  coquettish 
grace,  a  plain  cloth  dress  of  the  same  sombre 
hue  and  pattern  as  Anne  de  Beuil's  cape, 
but  of  richer  quality.  She  was  drawn  up 
stiffly,  like  a  clergyman  (evidently  trying  to 
make  the  most  of  her  little  figure),  slowly 
finishing  a  letter  written  in  a  neat  and  rccru- 
lar  hand.  When  she  had  directed  and 
sealed  it,  she  rang  the  bell  and  gave  it  to  a 
servant,  with  a  whole  packet  of  other  mis- 
sives, reading  out  the  addresses  as  she 
handed  each  to  him.  '  This  is  for  London. 
This  for  Geneva.  This  for  Zurich.  This 
for  Port-Sauveur.'  You  might  have  ima- 
gined yourself  in  some  great  counting-house 
on  a  foreiem-mail  nieht. 

At  last,  as  though  weary  of  some  inward 
strain,  she  threw  herself  back  in  her  hard 
office-chair,  and,  crossing  her  hands  over  her 
cape,  looked  at  Eline  with  a  tender  smile, 
while  her  eyes  lighted  up,  not  warmly,  but 
as  though  they  were  reflecting  the  cold, 
bluish  glitter  of  an  iceberg. 
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'  So  you  are  the  little  prodigy  I  was  ex- 
pecting, my  clear ! '  she  exclaimed,  heartily 
complimenting  her  upon  the  cleverness  of 
her  translations.  No  one  had  ever  under- 
stood her  pamphlets  so  well,  she  declared. 
No  one  had  ever  translated  them  so  intelli- 
gently or  clearly.  She  hoped  she  would 
often  do  similar  work  for  her.  '  Talking  of 
work,  my  child,'  she  went  on,  '  I  have  an  ■ 
account  to  settle  with  you.' 

She  took  up  her  pen  again  and  made  a 
calculation  in  a  corner  of  her  blotting-pad, 
as  rapidly  and  correctly  as  an  experienced 
book-keeper.  Six  hundred  prayers  at  three 
sous  each  made  so  much.  So  much  was 
owing  for  the  translation  into  German,  so 
much  more  for  the  translation  into  English. 
She  wrote  out  a  cheque,  handed  it  to  Eline, 
and  told  her  she  could  cash  it  downstairs  in 
the  bank.  Then,  seeing  that  the  girl  had 
risen  to  go,  she  bade  her  sit  down  again,  and 
fell  to  talking  to  her  of  her  mother,  whose 
acquaintance  she  had  made  at  Mademoiselle 
de  Bourlon's,  and  of  her  Grandmother,  who 
had  been  taken  away  so  suddenly  and  unex- 
pectedly. 

'  I  trust  she  came  to  the  Saviour  before 
she  died  ? '  said  she,  with  a  piercing  glance 
at  Eline  from  her  clear,  cold  eyes. 

Lina  was  too  much  disconcerted  by  the 
question  for  a  moment  to  reply.  Even  had 
the  Lady  President  not  seemed  so  well 
aware    of   all    that  had    happened    to   them, 
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she  was  incapable  of  telling  a  lie.  No,  she 
thought,  certainly  Grandmother  had  not 
come  to  the  Saviour.  Either  from  indiffer- 
ence, or  superstitious  fear,  towards  the  end 
she  had  never  spoken  of  religion  ;  she  had 
clung  to  the  earthly  comforts  of  the  life  that 
was  so  fast  slipping  away  from  her.  Her 
death  had  been  almost  instantaneous.  The 
minister  had  found  her  dead  when  he  ar- 
rived— dead  and  cold,  laid  out  beneath  the 
snowy  sheets,  all  ready  and  arrayed  for  the 
grave.  No !  she  could  not  honestly  say 
that  Grandmother  had  come  to  the  Saviour 
before  she  died. 

'  Alas,  poor  soul ! '  said  Madame  Authe 
man,  solemnly,  rising  and  clasping  her  hands, 
in  a  burst  of  oratorical  emotion.  '  Alas, 
poor  soul !  thou  shalt  never,  never  see  the 
glory  of  God  !  Where  art  thou,  oh  thou 
poor  soul  ?  How  terrible  must  be  thy  suffer- 
ing! How  accursed  must  they  seem  who 
let  thee  perish  unprepared  ! ' 

She  went  on  for  some  time  in  the  same 
prophetic  strain.  Eline,  however,  scarcely 
heard  what  she  said.  At  first  she  felt  merely 
ill  at  ease  ;  but  ere  long  her  heart  grew  sick 
and  heavy  at  the  thought  that  Grandmother 
might  be  suffering — suffering  through  her 
fault ;  for  under  her  outward  calmness  this 
Eline  Ebsen  had  the  impressionable  and 
sentimental  heart  of  a  Northener. 

'  Grandmother  suffering  ! '  she  exclaimed, 
sobbing  like  a  child  as  she  spoke,  till  her 
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soft,  fair  face  was  all  swollen  and  distorted, 
and  she  almost  choked  with  remorse. 

'  Hush,  hush  !  my  child.  Dry  your  tears,' 
said  Madame  Autheman.  Drawing  nearer 
to  her,  and  taking  her  by  the  hand,  she  told 
her  that  she  knew  from  M.  Birk  that  Eline 
was  a  good  girl,  who  fulfilled  her  Christian 
duties  well  enough  in  the  world's  eyes.  But 
God,  she  added,  demanded  more  than  eye- 
service.  To  please  God  she  should  have 
faith  wide  and  high,  and  all-protecting,  as 
that  tree  of  life  in  which  the  fowls  of  Heaven 
made  their  nests.  She  especially  needed  all 
this,  for  she  lived  surrounded  by  indifference. 
How  should  she  get  faith  ?  There  was 
but  one  way,  said  Madame  Autheman.  She 
should  frequent  pious  places  and  the  society 
of  those  who  met  together  in  Christ  Jesus. 

'  Come  and  see  me  often/  said  she,  '  here. 
or  at  Port-Sauveur.  You  will  alwavs  be 
welcome.  .  .  Our  Paris  prayer-meetings 
are    interesting.  One    of    my    work- 

women,' she  continued,  laying  stress  on  the 
words,  '  she  whom  you  saw  go  out  just  now, 
is  shortly  to  bear  public  witness  to  the  power 
of  the  Gospel.  Come  and  hear  her.  Per- 
chance her  testimony  will  kindle  your  zeal. 
And  now  go.  Time  presses.'  This  with  a 
wave  of  the  hand  that  might  have  been  a 
farewell  or  a  benediction.  '  Weep  no  more, 
my  child.  I  will  intercede  for  you  with  the 
all-forgiving  Saviour.' 

She  spoke  of  Him  as   though  He  were 
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a  personal  acquaintance  of  hers  who  was 
certain  to  refuse  her  nothing-. 

Eline  was  so  overcome  when  she  left, 
that  she  forgot  the  cheque,  and  had  to  return 
to  the  broad  steps  with  the  three  lofty  glass 
doors,  half  hidden  by  green  blinds,  behind 
which  stood  the  bank  counting-house.  A 
counting-house  of  the  usual  pattern,  with 
peephole  windows,  railings,  customers  going 
and  coming,  and  piles  of  chinking  gold.  It 
had  the  same  cold  and  austere  look  as  the 
room  upstairs.  The  clerks  were  reserved 
and  prim.  The  allegorical  designs  on  the 
walls  and  ceiling,  and  the  shadowy  designs 
above  the  doors,  once  the  glory  of  the  Hotel 
Autheman,  had  all  been  covered  over  with 
the  same  dark  coat  of  paint. 

They  sent  her  to  a  window  over  which 
was  the  word  Port-Sauveur.  As  she  timidly 
presented  her  cheque  a  man,  who  was  read- 
ing something  over  the  cashier's  shoulder 
behind  the  railings,  raised  his  head  to  look 
at  her  She  saw  a  poor  wan  face,  with 
hollow  eyes  and  a  swollen  cheek,  tied  up  in 
a  black  silk  bandage  which  prevented  one 
from  seeing  anything  but  a  pitiful  and  un- 
happy profile.  '  It  must  be  Autheman,' 
thought  Eline.  'How  ugly  he  is!'  The 
banker  turned  just  at  that  moment  and 
smiled  drearily.  How  ugly  !  that  smile  of 
his  seemed  to  reply.  All  the  way  home  the 
smile  and  leper  face  haunted  her.  How 
could  any  young  girl,   she   wondered,   have 
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consented  to  marry  such  a  man  ?  Could  the 
stern  Protestant  she  had  just  left  have 
married  him  from  sheer  charity,  out  of  the 
merciful  love  women  have  for  God's  plague- 
stricken  children  ?  Hardly  She  seemed 
above  any  weakness  of  that  sort.  And  yet 
she  had  certainly  not  taken  him  from  any 
degrading  love  of  money.  What  could  have 
been  her  motive,  then  ?  To  understand  the 
mystery  of  that  strange  character,  to  know 
the  secret  of  the  heart  which  seemed  as  silent 
and  desolate  as  a  forsaken  place  of  worship, 
or  a  church  on  a  week  day,  she  would  have 
needed  to  hear  the  story  of  this  Jeanne  Cha- 
telus,  ex-pupil  of  the  Pensionnat  de  Bourlon. 

She  was  born  in  Lyons,  and  was  the 
daughter  of  a  silk  merchant,  of  the  firm  of 
Chatelus  and  Treilhard,  one  of  the  most 
important  in  the  city.  She  lived  in  the 
suburb  of  Brotteaux,  beside  the  magnificent 
Rhone,  which,  brightly  impetuous  as  it  is 
when  it  enters  Avignon  or  Aries,  to  the 
music  of  the  church  bells  and  grasshoppers, 
borrows  a  aull  hue  from  the  fogs  and  cloudy 
sky  of  Lyons  without  losing  any  of  its  im- 
petuosity, and  becomes,  as  it  were,  a  reflec- 
tion of  the  Lyonnais  character — a  compound 
of  coldness  and  passionate  strength  of  will 
and  melancholy  excitement.  Jeanne  had 
the  same  nature  as  her  birthplace,  but  its 
peculiarities  were  intensified  by  the  moral 
atmosphere   in   which  she  was   brought   up. 
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Her  mother  having  died  young,  her  father, 
who  was  absorbed  in  his  business,  was  fain 
to  entrust  her  education  to  an  old  aunt — a 
narrow  and  bigoted  Protestant,  wholly  given 
up  to  petty  devotional  practices.  The  child's 
only  amusements  were  the  religious  cere- 
monies she  attended  at  church  on  Sundays, 
varied,  when  it  rained  (and  it  often  rains  in 
Lyons),  by  an  occasional  family  service  in 
the  large  drawing-room  (never  opened  ex- 
cept on  such  occasions)  with  the  covered-up 
furniture,  which  brought  together  the  father, 
the  aunt,  the  English  governess,  and  the 
servants.  While  the  aunt  drawled  out  the 
prayers  through  her  nose,  the  father  listened, 
with  his  hand  covering  his  eyes,  as  if  lost 
in  the  contemplation  of  heavenly  things.  In 
reality  he  was  thinking  of  the  money  market 
and  the  fluctuations  in  the  price  of  silk. 
Jeanne,  who  was  already  of  a  serious  turn, 
meanwhile  waxed  gloomy  over  death,  future 
punishment,  and  original  sin — only  lifting 
her  eyes  from  her  Prayer  Book  now  and 
then  to  look,  through  the  streaming  windows, 
at  the  broad,  leaden-hued  Rhone,  whose 
tossine"  waves  o-ave  it  the  troubled  look  of 
the  sea  after  a  storm. 

This  kind  of  education  told  upon  Jeanne 
when  she  grew  to  maidenhood.  She  became 
puny  and  nervous,  and  the  doctors  prescribed 
mountain  excursions,  tours  in  the  Engadine, 
to  Montreux,  near  Geneva,  and  the  pleasant 
green  places  which  mirror  themselves  in  the 
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black  and  sullen  waters  of  Lake  Neufchatel. 
When  she  was  eighteen  Jeanne  also  spent 
a  season  at  Grindelwald,  in  the  Bernese 
Alps,  in  a  little  village  inhabited  by  guides, 
at  the  very  feet  of  the  Silberhorn,  Wetter- 
horn,  and  the  Jungfrau,  whose  dazzling  crest 
peeped  out  between  a  multitude  of  snowy 
peaks  and  glaciers. 

Many  people  go  there  to  breakfast,  or  to 
hire  guides  and  horses.  Throughout  the 
day  the  lonely  mountain  road  is  encumbered 
by  a  bustling  crowd  of  tourists  coming  and 
going  with  alpenstocks  in  their  hands,  form- 
ing long  caravans  which  disappear  by  wind- 
ing paths,  with  a  slow  and  measured  tread 
of  animals,  a  heavy  tramp  of  carriers,  and  a 
flutter  of  blue  veils  waving  amongst  the 
hedges.  At  the  end  of  a  hotel  garden, 
however,  and  well  out  of  the  way  of  the 
tourists,  Aunt  Chatelus  succeeded  in  finding 
a  chalet  to  let  in  a  delightful  situation,  front- 
ing a  fresh-scented  pinewood,  overhung  by 
eternal  snow,  on  which  at  moments  you  saw 
the  exquisitely  tender  blue  and  pink  ot  a 
rainbow.  Here  no  sound  broke  the  stillness 
but  the  distant  roar  of  a  torrent  rushing 
over  stones,  with  a  seething  sound  of  foam ; 
the  simple  notes  of  an  Alpine  horn  echoing 
from  rock  to  rock  of  the  forest ;  or  the  dull 
thunder  of  an  avalanche  mingling  with  the 
boom  of  the  cannon  fired  off  in  the  grotto 
on  the  road  to  the  neighbouring  glacier. 
Sometimes  a  wild  northern  wind  blew  in  the 
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night,  and  in  the  morning  you  awoke  to 
find,  under  a  glorious  sky,  a  thin  coat  of 
delicate  snow  powdering  the  ground,  cover- 
ing the  abrupt  slopes,  pines,  and  meadows 
as  with  a  transparent  veil  of  lace,  till  it 
melted  away  at  noon  in  a  myriad  little 
silver  streams  which  came  tumbling  down 
the  heights  in  the  shape  of  tiny  waterfalls, 
or  twisted  and  turned  till  they  lost  them- 
selves amongst  the  foliage  and  the  stones. 

All  these  marvels  of  the  Alpine  scenery 
were  thrown  away  on  Jeanne  and  her  aunt, 
who  spent  their  afternoons  on  the  ground- 
floor  of  their  chalet,  organising  prayer-meet- 
ings with  old  English  and  Genevese  devotees 
of  their  own  sex.  Having  drawn  the  cur- 
tains  and  lighted  the  candles,  they  would 
first  sing  hymns  and  read  prayers ;  after 
which  each  of  them  would  expound  a  text, 
with  as  much  subtlety  as  a  professional 
preacher.  There  was  no  lack  of  preachers, 
either  at  the  Jungfrau  Hotel,  or  of  theolo- 
gical students  from  Lausanne  and  Geneva. 
But  these  gentlemen  were  nearly  all  mem- 
bers of  the  Alpine  Club,  and  troubled  their 
heads  abcut  little  but  their  climbing.  Every 
morning  they  might  be  seen  defiling  up  the 
hillside,  with  their  staves,  and  ropes,  and 
guides  ;  while  every  evening,  by  way  of  a 
rest,  they  played  chess,  or  read  the  papers  , 
while  the  younger  ones  even  danced  to  the 
strains  of  a  piano  and  sang  comic  songs. 

'And  these  men  are  our  ministers!'  the 
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old  mummers  at  the  chalet  used  indignantly 
to  exclaim,  shaking  their  faded  locks  and 
starched,  disagreeable-looking-  caps.  Ah,  if 
they  had  been  commissioned  to  spread  the 
Gospel,  they  would  have  done  their  work 
very  differently  ;  their  burning-  zeal  and 
faith  would  have  fired  the  world !  This 
dream  of  woman's  apoctleship  was  a  constant 
theme  in  their  discussions.  Why  should  not 
women  be  ministers,  as  well  as  graduates  in 
arts  or  doctors  ?  And,  indeed,  they  might 
nearly  all,  for  that  matter,  have  passed  for 
aged  clergymen,  with  their  heated  and  sallow- 
complexions,  and  those  straight,  unwomanly 
black  gowns  of  theirs. 

Jeanne  Chatelus  drank  her  fill  of  all  the 
mysticism  round  her,  but  transformed  it  by 
her  young  and  ardent  nature.  And  not  the 
least  strange  of  the  many  strange  sights  you 
saw  at  the  hotel  prayer-meetings  was  this 
young  girl  of  eighteen — with  her  disturbing- 
beauty,  prominent  forehead,  fiat  black  bands 
of  hair,  and  her  lips  tight  set  from  intensity 
of  will  and  meditation  —  expounding  the 
Scriptures.  The  tourists  feigned  devotion  in 
order  to  hear  her,  and  the  servant  at  the 
chalet,  a  strong  Swiss  woman  who  always 
wore  a  great  muslin  bow  on  the  top  of  her 
head,  was  so  stirred  up  by  her  sermons  that 
she  grew  quite  maudlin,  shed  tears  of  re- 
pentance in  the  chocolate,  and  went  about 
praying  and  prophesying  to  herself  as  she 
swept  the  rooms  and  washed  the  passages. 
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Other  equally  edifying  stones  of  Jeanne's 
regenerating-  influence  might  be  quoted. 
Christian  Inebnit,  one  of  the  village  guides, 
was  one  day  picked  up  out  of  a  terrible 
crevasse  into  which  he  had  fallen.  For  ten 
days  he  lay  dying  in  horrible  torment,  filling 
his  hut  with  howls  and  blasphemy,  despite 
all  the  visits  and  exhortations  of  the  village 
minister.  Jeanne,  however,  went  to  see  him, 
seated  herself  at  his  bedside,  and  gently, 
patiently,  reconciled  the  unhappy  man  with 
his  Saviour.  He  fell  asleep  in  death  at  last  as 
peaceful  and  unconscious  as  his  own  marmot 
when  it  settled  down  under  its  little  leafy 
coverino"  for  the  winter. 

o 

These  victories  turned  the  head  of  the 
young  Lyonnaise  for  good  and  all.  She 
believed  she  was  marked  out  for  the  saving 
of  souls,  spent  her  evenings  in  composing 
prayers  and  meditations,  grew  more  and 
more  austere  in  appearance,  spoke  habitu- 
ally as  if  she  were  at  one  of  her  prayer- 
meetings,  and  adorned  her  conversation  with 
pious  texts  and  adages.  A  -woman  lost  the 
world — a  woman  shall  save  it.  The  ambi- 
tious device  which  she  adopted  later  on  for 
her  letter-paper,  and  wore  inside  her  brace- 
lets and  rings,  where  other  women  put  tender 
souvenirs  and  love  tokens,  was  even  then 
taking  shape  in  her  brain.  The  mission 
of  the  Lady  Evangelists  was  there  already 
in  the  germ,  though  only  in  a  dim  and  un- 
certain form,  lost,  as  it  were,  in  a  thousand 
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confused  dreams  of  her  unsettled  age,  when 
an  accident  occurred  which  decided  the  colour 
of  her  life. 

Amongst  the  frequenters  of  the  meetings 
was  a  lady  from  Geneva,  by  whom  Jeanne 
was  particularly  petted.  She  was  the  mother 
of  a  tall,  robust,  young  theological  student, 
destined  for  the  foreign  mission,  who,  while 
waiting  for  his  summons  to  convert  the  Ba- 
sutos,  occupied  his  leisure  with  violent  bodily 
exercise,  climbing  mountains,  riding,  drinking 
Swiss  champagne,  and  jodel-ing  as  loudly 
as  any  Oberland  herd.  The  Genevan  lady 
saw  that  Mademoiselle  Chatelus,  whom  she 
knew  to  be  very  rich,  would  be  a  splendid 
match  for  her  son,  and  skilfully  paved  the 
way  for  the  marriage  by  exalting  the  heroism 
of  the  young  missionary,  who  was  so  ready 
to  give  up  country  and  go  into  exile  for 
Christ's  sake.  What  a  joy  it  would  be  for 
her  if  her  poor  child,  beiore  expatriating 
himself,  could  find  a  truly  Christian  wife, 
willing  to  accompany  him  on  his  apostolic 
mission,  to  assist,  and  if  necessary,  to  replace 
him  !  What  a  noble  life  for  a  woman  !  What 
a  sflorious  work  for  a  Christian  ! 

The  idea  having  once  entered  Jeanne  s 
head  made  its  way  there  alone,  like  those 
barley-beards  which  children  put  up  their 
sleeves,  and  which  climb  higher  and  higher 
at  every  movement  of  the  arm. 

Chance  happening  to  aid  the  maternal 
scheming,  the   young  people  soon  came  to 
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understand  each  other ;  and,  little  as  Made- 
moiselle Chatelus  was  affected  by  the  things 
of  this  earth,  it  is  probable  enough  that  the 
graceful   figure  of  the  young  man,  and  the 
vigorous  bronzed  face  which  peeped  out  from 
under  the   little  white   cap   of  the   Genevan 
collegian,  made  a  favourable  impression  upon 
her.     Gradually  she  got    into    the    habit   of 
thinking  about  him,  associated  him  with  her 
projects,  and  even  often  grew  anxious  about 
his   dangerous   climbing  excursions.      When 
he  did  not  return  at  nightfall,  she  sat  up  at 
her  window   watching    a    light    on  the  inac- 
cessible heights — one  of  the  small  lamps  you 
find  in  the  refuges    which  the   Alpine  Club 
has   built    upon    every   peak,    and    in   which 
tourists  are  sure  of  getting  a  fire  and  a  bed 
of   hard    boards.        Then    this    cold    maiden 
would  softly  say  to    herself,    '  He  is  there  ; 
no  harm  has  come  to  him,'  and  fall  asleep, 
very  happy,  and  rather  surprised  to  find  that 
she — who  had  never  known  a  mother  or  any 
passion  save  the  love  of  God  and  the  hatred 
of  sin — should  feel  her  heart  stirred  by  any- 
thing but  devotion  to  Jesus.      And  even  now 
religious  feeling    had    much    to  do  with  her 
earthly    love.       When    they    plighted     their 
troth,  alone,  on  the  borders  of  that  Mer  de 
Glace  whose  waves  seem  stilled    into  ever- 
lasting rest,  no  word  was  spoken  which  would 
have  been  out  of  place  in  a  church.      Their 
promises  and  professions  were  as  cold  as  the 
wintry  wind  which  blows  in  the  early  days 
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of  September,  and  brings  with  it,  as  it  were, 
a  bitter  foretaste  of  snow  They  vowed  that 
they  would  be  faithful  to  each  other,  and 
spend  their  lives  in  spreading  that  Gospel 
which  was  the  very  word  and  glory  of  the 
true  God.  And  while  they  spoke,  the  rocks 
of  the  moraine  shook  and  rolled  beneath 
their  feet,  dimming  the  azure  crystals  of  the 
glacier  with  grey  dust.  It  was  agreed  that 
he  should  study  for  another  year  before 
he  was  ordained,  while  she  should  go  on 
working  to  fit  herself  for  the  holy  mission 
that  was  before  her.  Meantime  they  would 
write  to  each  other  every  week.  Then, 
when  all  this  was  planned,  they  still  stayed 
on,  hand  clasped  in  hand,  nestling  close 
together  in  silence.  The  young  man,  who 
seemed  more  at  his  ease  than  his  companion, 
turned  up  the  collar  of  his  coat  when  he 
grew  cold.  She,  however,  burnt  with  apos- 
tolic fervour,  and  her  cheeks  seemed  to 
reflect  the  rose  tints  with  which  the  after- 
glow of  the  sunset  suffused  the  massive, 
snowy  peaks  of  the  Jungfrau. 

They  wrote  to  each  other  regularly  for 
a  year,  mingling  love  and  theology  oddly  in 
their  letters,  so  that  their  correspondence 
might  have  been  that  of  some  modern 
Heloise  and  Abelard,  chastened  and  chilled 
by  Protestantism.  Jeanne  being  earnestly 
bent  on  fulfilling  her  mission,  went  to 
Madame  de  Bourlon's,  in  Paris,  to  study  Eng- 
lish and  geography,  and  pass  the  few  months 
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which  had  to  elapse  before  her  marriage. 
Strange  as  Jeanne  Chatelus  appeared  to  the 
rich  and  coquettish  Parisian  girls  about  her, 
she  impressed  their  imaginations  by  her 
strong  faith,  her  sibylline  manner,  and  the 
romance  which  tinged  the  story  of  her  be- 
trothal and  approaching  departure.  Besides, 
she  led  a  life  apart  from  the  other  girls 
after  class  hours,  having  a  little  room  of  her 
own  at  the  very  end  of  the  dormitory,  in 
which  two  or  three  of  the  elder  pupils  spent 
their  evenings  with  her.  There,  and  under 
the  plane  trees  in  the  playground,  Jeanne 
spread  the  good  tidings,  tested  the  mag- 
netic power  of  her  words  and  looks,  and 
showed  her  unconquerable  proselytising 
zeal.  She  had  her  disciples,  too ;  amongst 
them  a  tall,  reddish-haired  Jewess,  named 
Deborah  Becker,  the  niece  of  the  widow 
Autheman.  Pretty  Deborah's  creamy  skin 
had  not  quite  escaped  the  touch  of  the 
disease  which  was  hereditary  in  the  banker's 
family.  At  each  change  of  the  seasons  her 
face  and  arms  would  be  covered  with  un- 
sightly red  blotches,  which  made  her  look 
as  though  she  had  been  dragged  through  a 
hedge  ;  and  she  would  be  obliged  to  keep 
in  bed  for  several  days  in  the  infirmary, 
covered  with  unguents  and  starch  powder. 

Her  comrades,  who  were  jealous  of  her 
wealth,  used  to  amuse  themselves  at  these 
times  by  saying  that  '  it  was  the  Autheman 
gold    breaking    out.'     But   Jeanne    saw    in 
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Deborah's  affliction  only  a  providential 
punishment,  and  declared  the  wrath  of  God 
weighed  heavily  upon  her  race  because  it 
persisted  in  denying  Him.  She  harassed 
the  weak  creature  with  lonp-  sermons  and 
interminable  theological  discussions,  giving 
her  no  peace  even  under  the  shady  trees  of 
the  widow  Autheman's  estate  at  Petit-Port, 
where  her  friend  often  asked  her  on  visits. 
At  last  the  daughter  of  Israel  was  so  much 
shaken  in  her  faith  that  she  was  ready  to 
leave  her  family,  abjure  everything,  and  to 
follow  Jeanne  and  live  with  her  and  her 
husband  under  a  tent,  like  Paul,  in  the  desert. 
For  even  then  the  Evangelist  had  learnt  to 
turn  hearts  from  their  natural  affections,  and 
offer  them  up,  all  torn  and  bleeding,  to 
Jesus. 

At  this  juncture,  however,  a  commercial 
panic  broke  out  in  Lyons,  ruining  the  house 
of  Chatelus  and  Treilhard,  and  working  a 
radical  change  in  the  young  theologian's 
matrimonial  projects.  The  match  was  not 
broken  off  without  a  polite  apology;  but  it 
was  broken  off  all  the  same,  on  the  pretext 
that  the  health  of  the  would-be  missionary 
was  not  robust  enough  to  stand  the  long 
voyage  that  had  been  planned  out,  while  he 
felt  that  the  exceptional  apostolic  gifts  and 
virtues  of  Mademoiselle  Chatelus  would  not 
find  a  proper  scope  in  the  humble  little 
Apenzell  cure  in  which  he  had  determined 
to  settle. 
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Though  she  never  complained,  or  be- 
trayed her  anguish,  it  was  a  terrible  blow 
to  Jeanne  to  be  thrown  over  in  this  cruel 
and  humiliating  fashion.  She  remained  at 
Madame  de  Bourlon's  two  months  longer, 
without  a  soul  but  Deborah  knowing  of  the 
sudden  change  in  her  destiny.  She  ex- 
pounded the  Scriptures  as  before,  and  still 
edified  all  the  elder  pupils  by  her  piety  ;  but 
this  first  and  last  of  her  love  disappointments 
rankled  in  her  heart,  and  thenceforward  her 
outward  serenity  hid  an  unfathomable  pain, 
a  boundless  contempt  for  men  and  life  itself, 
and  an  abyss  of  bitterness.  Her  mental 
powers  were  alone  untouched  by  the  cala- 
mity- The  mystic  fire  still  burnt  in  her 
zealot's  brain,  and  her  piety  increased.  But 
it  took  a  new  form,  became  fierce  and  pitiless, 
revelling  in  texts  which  drove  one  to  despair, 
and  delighting  in  Biblical  announcements  of 
cominsj  woe  and  condemnation.  Yet  with  it 
all  she  still  yearned  to  regenerate  the  world. 
And  the  thought  of  the  impotence  to  which 
her  poverty  had  reduced  her,  filled  her  with 
stifled  fury.  How  could  she  go  out  to  con- 
vert   the  infidels    now,  without    money,  and 


alone  ? 


For  a  moment  she  thought  of  joining  the 
Deaconesses  in  the  Rue  de  Reuilly  ;  but  she 
knew  that  the  rule  and  character  of  the  semi- 
conventual  sisterhood  would  compel  her  to 
devote  nearly  all  of  her  time  to  visiting  the 
poor   and    the    sick — a   vocation    which    no 
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longer  attracted  her ;  for  the  idea  of  tattered 
humanity  was  revolting  to  her,  and  pity 
seemed  a  sin  to  one  who  believed  that  all 
moral  and  physical  scourges  were  but 
blessed  trials  to  draw  us  nearer  God. 

One  Thursday  she  was  summoned  to 
the  parlour,  where  she  found  old  Madame 
Autheman  in  her  inevitable  white  hood  and 
light  gloves.  She  had  heard  that  the 
match  with  the  missionary  had  been  broken 
oft,  and  was  come  to  ask  Jeanne  to  accept 
the  hand  of  her  son.  The  Lyonnaise  asked 
to  be  allowed  a  week  for  reflection.  During 
her  visits  to  Petit-Port  she  had  often  noticed 
this  suitor  of  hers — a  taciturn  and  melan- 
choly man,  saddened  by  the  consciousness  of 
his  disfigurement,  who  used  to  sit  at  table 
holding  his  hand  over  the  black  bandage 
which  concealed  the  hideous  swelling  on  his 
face,  and  whose  eyes  had  come  to  have,  as 
often  happens  in  such  cases,,  a  fixed,  strained 
sharpness  painful  to  look  upon.  The  recol 
lection  did  not  shock  her.  All  men  had 
come  to  be  alike  to  her  ;  all  were  equally 
disfigured,  afflicted  by  some  deformity  appa- 
rent or  invisible.  On  the  other  hand,  her 
suitor's  enormous  fortune  tempted  her.  She 
might  put  it  to  such  pious  uses  Indeed, 

she  would  have  accepted  the  offer  without 
hesitation  but  for  her  objection  to  wedding 
an  unregenerate  Jew.  An  hour's  conversa- 
tion with  Autheman  sufficed   to  rid  her  of 
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her  scruples.  The  banker  was  passionately 
in  love,  and  the  marriage  took  place  at  the 
Protestant  Church,  though  all  Israel  was 
scandalised,  and  not  at  the  Synagogue. 

As  soon  as  she  was  married,  Jeanne 
started  on  her  Evangelical  work  in  the  very 
heart  of  Paris,  as  if  she  had  been  amongst 
the  Kaffirs  or  the  Hottentots.  She  had  an 
immense  fortune  at  her  command,  for  the 
Autheman  money-bags  were  always  open  to 
her;  the  lofty  chimneys  at  Petit-Port  smoked 
night  and  day,  the  gold  melted  ceaselessly  in 
the  crucibles,  and  the  wasjffons  that  rumbled 
into  the  courtyard  of  the  Bank  were  loaded 
with  bullion  enough  to  redeem  all  the  souls 
of  all  the  sinners  in  the  universe.  She  held 
prayer-meetings  in  her  drawing-room  in  the 
Rue  Pavee,  varied  by  regular  services, 
scantily  attended  at  the  outset ;  and  as  she 
went  upstairs  to  bed  at  night,  the  Widow 
Autheman  often  heard  the  sound  of  voices 
singing  hymns  to  a  harmonium  accompani- 
ment, and  passed  the  strange,  half-witted, 
hungry-looking  women,  dressed  in  thread- 
bare gowns  and  muddy  waterproofs,  who 
formed  the  dreary  and,  above  all,  needy  flock 
of  the  faithful.  The  austerity  of  this  life, 
this  renunciation  of  the  world,  astonished 
her — especially  in  so  young  and  handsome 
a  woman.  But  her  poor  son  was  happy,  and 
she  reflected  that  all  this  pious  mummery 
might  be  a  safeguard  for  his  happiness.  Far 
from   interfering   with    her  daughter-in-law's 
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mission,  therefore,  she  did  her  best  to  help 
it.  Ah  !  had  she  but  known  that  one  of  the 
earliest  and  most  zealous  of  Jeanne's  prose- 
lytes had  been  her  husband,  and  that  he  was 
only  waiting-  till  his  mother  died  to  make 
solemn  public  proclamation  of  his  conversion, 
and  be  received  into  the  new  faith  ! 

This  reception  of  the  Jewish  banker  at  the 
Oratory  was  one  of  the  events  of  the  latter 
days  of  the  Empire.  After  that,  the  dis- 
figured, bandaged  face  of  the  great  gold 
merchant  was  seen  amongst  the  benches  of 
the  elders  and  deacons,  facing  the  pulpit, 
every  Sunday.  The  conversion  made  Jeanne 
a  power  in  the  reformed  church.  She  be- 
came the  Madame  Guyon  of  Protestantism, 
upright  in  her  life,  devoted  to  her  work,  and 
respected  even  by  those  who  had  looked 
upon  her  enthusiasm  as  folly.  To  spread 
the  good  tidings  to  the  four  ends  of  Paris 
she  rented  several  large  halls  in  the  popular 
quarters  of  the  town,  in  which,  on  certain 
days  of  the  week,  she  herself  preached, 
having  at  first  one  solitary  acolyte  and 
apostle  to  assist  her — an  old  maid,  a  fanatical 
Calvinist,  whom  she  had  met  at  Madame  de 
Bourlon's,  where  she  filled  the  post  of 
infirmary  nurse  and  housekeeper,  though  she 
was  the  descendant  of  a  noble  Charentais 
family,  ruined  by  persecution  and  reduced  to 
its  original  rustic  unimportance. 

This  Anne  de  Beuil  was  religious  after 
the  savage,  fanatical  manner  of  the  hunted 
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Reformers  at  the  time  of  the  Wars.  To 
them,  no  doubt,  she  owed  her  watchful  and 
suspicious  eye,  her  readiness  alike  for  battle 
or  for  martyrdom,  her  contempt  of  death 
and  ridicule.  Withal  a  coarse  and  pro- 
vincial kind  of  woman,  who  knew  how  to 
loosen  the  purse  strings  where  it  was  ex- 
pedient, and  who,  on  the  days  when  there 
was  service,  did  not  hesitate  to  go  into 
the  workshops,  the  laundries,  and  even  into 
the  barracks  of  Paris,  to  find  hearers  for  the 
Gospel. 

The  hotel  in  the  Rue  Pavee  changed  with 
the  rest.  The  banking  business  was  con- 
tinued, but  Jeanne  had  the  bullion  trade 
stopped,  as  it  smacked  too  much  of  Israel 
to  be  agreeable  to  her.  Uncle  Becker  took 
himself  and  his  business  off,  the  refineries  at 
Petit-Port  (or,  rather,  at  Port-Sauveur)  were 
destroyed,  and  Evangelical  schools  and  a 
church  built  on  the  spot  they  had  occupied. 
Before  lone:  all  that  remained  of  the  original 
household  of  the  Authemans  was  the  old 
mother's  ancient  parrot,  to  which  the  banker 
was  much  attached.  Anne  cle  Beuil  detested 
the  bird,  however,  worried  it  constantly,  and 
hunted  it  from  room  to  room  remorselessly  ; 
for  it  was  a  last  relic  of  the  infidel  Authe- 
mans, and  its  harsh  voice  and  curved  beak 
made  it  the  living  image  of  the  old  Jewess 
who  had  once  sat  beside  it,  watching  while 
the  clerks  weighed  out  the  gold. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

THE    LOCK. 

'  Romain  !      .  .     There's  Romain  ! ' 

Little  Fanny's  joyful  cry,  when  the  train 
stopped  at  Ablon  station,  drew  a  long  line  of 
noisy  and  excited  heads  to  the  carriage 
windows.  It  was  a  bright  Easter  Monday, 
and  the  train  was  full  of  Parisians  making 
the  first  excursion  of  the  season.  The  little 
man's  queer  face  and  monkey  grin  accorded 
so  well  with  the  general  good  humour,  that 
from  one  end  of  the  train  to  the  other  there 
was  a  running  shout  of  '  There's  Romain  ! ' 
'How  d'ye  do,  Romain?'  'Hulloa,  Romain!' 
which,  for  a  brief  instant,  gave  the  lock- 
keeper,  as  he  stood  on  the  platform  in  the. 
glaring  sun,  the  intoxicating  delight  of 
popularity. 

'  What  on  earth  are  they  worrying  you 
like  that  for,  my  poor  fellow  ? '  exclaimed 
Sylvanire,  in  consternation,  as  she  jumped  out 
of  the  carriage  with  little  Fanny  in  her  arms. 

'  Oh,  they're  only  amusing  themselves,' 
replied  Romain.  '  But,  crd  cocJwn !  I  am 
enjoying  myself  more  than  they  are  to-day  ! ' 

With  that,  raising  himself  on  tiptoe,  he 
imprinted  a  resounding  kiss  on  his  wife's 
rosy  cheeks,  which  sent  the  people  at  the 
windows  all  into  fits  of  laughter,  and  hurried 
to  the  carriage  to  help  Madame  Ebsen  and 
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her  daughter  out.  But  Lorie  was  before- 
hand with  him.  He  assisted  the  ladies  to 
alight  with  as  much  humble  deference  as 
though  each  had  been  the  Empress  stepping 
on  to  the  quay  at  Cherchell  again. 

'  Where's  Maurice  ? '  asked  Fanny,  who 
had  expected  to  see  him  with  Romain. 

'  M.  Maurice  is  at  the  lock,  Mam'selle.  I 
left  him  behind  to  help  Baraquin  to  open  the 
gates.  .  .  .  This  way  out,  ladies  and  gentle- 
men.' 

Walking  briskly,  and  looking  as  though 
he  would  have  preferred  to  run,  or  dance 
and  skip,  the  lock-keeper  hastened  to  the 
gate,  laden  with  the  cloaks  and  umbrellas  of 
the  whole  party ;  while  the  train  puffed  off, 
and  hundreds  of  mocking  voices  shouted 
as  a  farewell,  '  Hulloa,  Romain !  .  .  . 
Romain !  ' 

It  was  Sylvanire  who,  seeing  the  dull 
and  lamentable  appearance  of  the  pupil  of 
the  Borda  as  he  pored  stupidly  over  his 
books,  had  suggested  his  being  sent  to  the 
country  for  a  little  fresh  air.  Lorie  had  con- 
sented all  the  more  readily  because,  with  his 
usual  common  sense,  he  had  at  once  seen 
that  the  trip  would  give  Maurice  an  excellent 
opportunity  of  learning  something  of  practical 
navigation.  The  boy  had  been  at  the  lock 
about  three  weeks,  when,  taking  advantage 
of  this  holiday,  and  having  neither  lessons 
nor  Government  offices  to  attend  to,  they 
had  agreed  they  would  run  down  together  to 
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see  him.  How  proud  Romain  was  to  receive 
a  visit  from  the  ex-Sous-prefet  and  two  such 
ladies  !  How  pleased,  too,  to  entertain  his 
Sylvanire  in  the  home  where  soon,  perhaps, 
they        .  !     But  that  was  their  secret. 

An  omnibus  met  the  trains  at  Ablon, 
which  is  only  a  couple  of  miles  distant  from 
Petit- Port ;  but,  to  do  greater  honour  to  his 
guests,  the  lock-keeper  had  brought  his 
wherry  to  fetch  them — a  wide,  green  wherry, 
newly  painted — and  in  this  they  all  took 
their  seats.  Little  Fanny  sat  at  the  stern, 
between  Madame  Ebsen  and  Eline  ;  Lorie 
occupied  a  place  facing  them  ;  while  Syl- 
vanire, who  wore  a  clean  white  goffered  cap 
that  morning,  filled  up  the  bow  with  her  dress 
— a  dress  of  a  peculiar  blue  which  one  natur- 
ally associates  with  servants  and  servitude, 
Romain  leapt  on  board  last,  as  nimbly  as 
a  water-rat,  pushed  the  boat  off  with  his  foot, 
and  took  the  oars.  They  made  a  heavy 
load,  and  the  Seine  was  sluggish  thereabout. 

'  You'll  tire  yourself,  my  good  fellow,'  said 
Lorie. 

'  No  fear  of  that,  M.  Lorie,'  replied  the 
little  man  ;  and  away  he  pulled,  smiling  and 
grinning  in  the  sunshine,  tossing  his  woolly 
head  back  till  it  almost  touched  his  wife's 
knees,  and,  for  some  mysterious  reason, 
steering  towards  the  very  middle  of  the 
stream,  where  the  current  seemed  strongest. 

'  Petit-Port  is  on  the  other  bank,  I  sup- 
pose ? '  at  last  said  M.  Lorie. 

H  2 
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'  Beg  your  pardon,  M.  Lorie,  it's  because 
of  the  Chain.' 

They  did  not  understand  what  he  meant 
till  they  saw  him  suddenly  let  go  the  oars, 
and  fasten  the  wherry  with  the  end  of  his 
boat-hook  to  the  last  of  a  long  line  of  barges 
which  was  tugged  up  the  river  at  that  hour 
every  morning.  It  was  delightful  travelling, 
without  shocks  or  fatigue.  The  throbbing  of 
the  engines,  and  the  grinding  of  the  towing 
chain  that  was  winding  round  and  round  on 
the  deck  of  the  tug,  only  made  a  soothing, 
monotonous  hum  in  the  distance — a  hum  that 
seemed  to  spread  to  the  two  banks  of  the 
river  with  the  foam  they  left  behind  them 
in  their  wake  ;  and  the  lonely  country,  the 
Avhite  villas  with  the  long  stretches  of  grass 
between,  and  the  budding  lilacs,  flitted  past 
them  on  either  side,  while  overhead  the  sky 
was  clear  and  blue,  brightened  by  the  youth 
of  the  day  and  season. 

'  How  pleasant  it  is!'  murmured  Fanny, 
who  had  her  arm  under  Eline's.  The  child's 
words  expressed  the  general  feeling,  It 
was  very  pleasant.  For  the  first  time  since 
their  misfortune  Eline  recovered  somethino- 
of  her  healthy  bloom,  and  smiled  again, 
like  an  opening  flower,  at  the  touch  of 
Nature,  the  Consoler.  Madame  Ebsen,  like 
all  who  have  lived  and  laboured  long,  en- 
joyed her  respite  quietly  ;  and  Lorie  sat 
looking  at  the  fair,  wilful  locks  which  played 
about    Elirie's  neck   and  temples,   trying  to 
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make  belief  it  was  his  heart,  not  his  little 
daughter's,  that  was  nestling  so  close  against 
the  heart  of  the  young  girl.  But  the  hap- 
piest of  them  all  was  Romain,  who  sat  at  the 
bow  beside  his  wife,  talking  to  her  in  a  low 
tone,  and  every  now  and  then  casting  a 
knowing  look  at  the  stern. 

'  There's  Petit-Port,'  he  presently  ex- 
claimed, pointing  to  a  village  with  red  roofs, 
and  to  the  market  gardens  that  were  scattered 
about  on  the  smooth  slopes  bordering  the 
southern  bank  of  the  Seine  beyond  Ablon. 
'  We  shall  be  at  the  lock  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour.' 

An  old  and  stately  mansion  stood  beside 
the  river,  with  balustered  roofs,  long  rows 
of  grey  shutters,  thick,  well-trimmed  hedges, 
and  (opposite  the  entrance)  a  semicircular 
lawn,  surrounded  by  posts  and  chains.  Be- 
yond lay  an  immense  park,  stretching  far 
away  up  the  hill — a  waving  mass  of  trees, 
amidst  which  they  saw  a  time-worn  and 
mossy  stone  staircase,  with  a  double-curved 
parapet,  once  part  of  some  building,  doubt- 
less, but  isolated  now  The  foliage  was 
not  thick  yet,  and,  through  the  trees,  they 
got  a  peep  at  a  massive  stone  cross  which 
appeared  to  surmount  some  huge  family 
mausoleum  or  a  chapel. 

'  The  chateau  of  the  Authemans,'  said 
Romain,  in  reply  to  the  mute  inquiry  in  their 
eyes. 

'It  must  be  Port-Sauveur ! '  exclaimed 
Eline,  abruptly. 
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'  Exactly,  Mam'selle.  That's  what  they 
call  the  estate  in  the  neighbourhood.  Ah, 
it's  a  queer  place,  by  all  accounts,  and  so  is 
the  village.  You  might  travel  through  the 
whole  department  of  Seine-et-Oise,  aye,  and 
through  all  France,  I  shouldn't  wonder, 
without  finding  anything  like  it.' 

An  inexplicable  feeling  of  uneasiness 
suddenly  came  over  the  young  girl,  taking 
all  the  brightness  out  of  the  spring  sunshine 
— all  the  freshness  out  of  the  morning  air — 
all  the  fragrance  out  of  the  violets.  The 
sight  of  the  chateau  had  reminded  her  of 
her  visit  to  the  Rue  Pavee,  and  of  what 
Madame  Autheman  had  said  about  Grand- 
mother's impenitent  death.  She  could  not 
take  her  eyes  off  those  closed  shutters,  or 
that  dark,  mysterious  park  and  the  funereal 
cross  behind  it.  What  chance  had  led  her 
hither  ?  Or  was  it  not  more  than  chance, 
a  divine  warning  ?  Had  not  a  higher  will 
brought  her  to  this  place  ? 

But  a  bend  in  the  river  altered  the 
landscape,  and  took  away  its  ominous 
character.  A  clump  of  trees  intervened. 
The  estate  appeared  to  recede  and  merged 
into  the  hillside.  And  now  they  had  the 
lock  before  them  ;  a  line  of  silvery  foam 
and  a  dull  rumbling,  which  grew  louder  and 
louder  as  they  approached  the.  sluices  and 
the  little  white  jetty  near  the  gates  that 
were  slowly  opening  to  let  the  tug  through. 
Romain  showed  Sylvanire  a  tiny  box  of  a 
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cottage  on  the  towing  path.  It  looked 
like  a  die,  with  its  little  black  dots  of  win- 
dows standing  out  against  the  white  walls. 

'  Our  home  ! '  he  murmured,  a  tear  dim- 
ming his  eye  as  he  unhooked  his  boat  and 
rowed  to  the  landing-stage.  Maurice,  who 
seemed  very  busy  helping  the  lock-keeper's 
man,  saw  them  a  long  way  off  and  ran 
towards  them,  yelling  like  a  red  Indian, 
tossing  his  cap  in  the  air.  The  cap,  by  the 
way,  was  a  good  deal  the  worse  for  the  sun 
and  water,  which  had  taken  all  the  gilt  off  the 
braid  ;  and  its  wearer  was  brown  and  tanned. 
His  nose,  too,  appeared  to  have  swollen, 
and,  as  Romain  remarked,  he  looked  every 
inch  a  waterman,  and  was  as  handy  at  his 
work  as  though  he  had  done  nothing  but 
open  lock-gates  all  his  life. 

'Ah,  my  boy,  we'll  soon  have  to  send 
you  off  to  the  Borda ! '  gaily  exclaimed  his 
father,  not  perceiving  what  a  look  of  terror 
came  into  his  face  as  he  was  so  cruelly 
reminded  of  his  nautical  future.  Fortu- 
nately they  had  reached  the  lodge,  a  one- 
story  building  slightly  raised  above  the 
ground,  as  a  protection  from  the  floods,  and 
surrounded  by  a  well-kept  kitchen  garden. 
Inside  were  two  small  iron  bedsteads  for 
the  lock-keeper  and  his  assistant.  In  one 
corner  stood  the  wooden  dial,  needle,  and 
manipulator  belonging  to  the  telegraphic 
apparatus  which  connects  all  the  locks  on 
the   Seine.      Close   by  was   the   kitchen,    a 
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goodly  sight,  with  its  shining  array  of  brand- 
new  cooking  utensils. 

'  You     see,     I've     been    living    like     a 
bachelor!'    said    Romain,    adding    that    he 
always  took  his  meals  at  Damour's — at  the 
sign  of  the  '  Famisher ' — a  cabaret  renowned 
for  its  vegetable  soup  and  its  stewed  tench. 
It  was  there   he  had  ordered  the   ddjeuner. 
Finally   Romain   ushered  them  proudly  and 
mysteriously   into  a   large    dark    room    with 
closed    shutters,    facing    the    kitchen.       The 
light  streaming  through  the  window  flooded 
the  room,  and  there  was  a  cry  of  admiration 
as  it  revealed  to  them  a  handsome  mahogany 
bedstead,  a  showy  little  carpet  with  red  roses 
all  over  it,  a  chest  of  drawers,  and,  atop  of 
it,  a  looking-glass,  in  which  they  saw  quite 
a  collection  of  nicnacs  and  ornaments  won 
at  the   fairs  ;    to   say   nothing  of  the  yellow 
wall-paper,  or  the  cheap  pictures  and  prints 
with  which  it  was  covered.      It  was  quite  a 
surprise  altogether,  this  room  of  Sylvanire's, 
which  had  been  entirely  furnished  with  the 
lock-keeper's     savings,     without     his     wife's 
knowledge.      He   had  meant  to   keep  it  for 
her  until 

'  There,  that  '11  do,'  broke  in  Sylvanire, 
fearing  he  might  say  too  much.  She  got 
him  out  of  the  room,  and  left  the  ladies  to 
arrange  their  toilette,  which  had  been  much 
disturbed  by  the  Seine  breezes. 

When  they  were  alone,  little  Fanny  told 
Madame  Ebsen  and  Eline  the  secret. 
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'  I  know  why  Romain  is  so  pleased,'  said 
she.  '  It's  because  Sylvanire  is  going  to 
live  with  him  .  .  as  soon  as  we  have  a 
new  mamma.' 

Eline  started!  'A  new  mamma,  pet? 
Why,  who  told  you  that  ? ' 

'  Sylvanire  did,  this  morning,  when  she 
was  dressing  me.  But  you  mustn't  talk 
about  it,  because  it's  a  great  secret.'  And 
she  ran  off  to  her  brother,  who  just  then 
called  her. 

The  two  women  looked  at  each  other. 
'  Well,  he  kept  it  very  quiet ! '  said  Madame 
Ebsen,  smiling.  Eline  took  it  more  seri- 
ously though,  and  waxed  very  indignant. 
'  How  absurd  ! '  she  exclaimed,  '  at  his 
age ! 

She  grew  quite  hot  over  it,  and  her 
hand  shook  as  she  put  her  long  jet  pin 
into  her  hair. 

'  Oh,  Linette,  M.  Lorie  is  not  so  old. 
Only  forty  .  .  and  he  doesn't  look  his 
age.     He's  so  refined  and  nice,  too.' 

Only  forty !  Eline  would  have  taken 
him  to  be  much  older.  His  grave  manner 
and  pomposity,  no  doubt,  explained  the 
matter.  The  only  thing  that  troubled  her 
was  the  fear  lest  she  should  be  separated 
from  little  Fanny,  for  whom  she  had  a 
great  affection.  Of  course  this  wife  would 
take  the  child  away  from  her.  Who  could  she 
be  ?  Lorie  had  never  mentioned  her.  He 
never  went  out,  either,  or  had  any  visitors. 
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'  We  must  get  him  to  tell  us,'  said 
Madame  Ebsen.  'We  have  the  whole  day 
before  us  for  the  purpose.' 

When  they  joined  the  rest  of  the  party 
on  the  jetty,  Romain  was  explaining  the 
lock  system  to  M.  Lorie  ;  showing  him  how 
a  lever  raised  and  lowered  the  sluices,  and 
how  he  used  the  irons  fixed  in  the  masonry, 
by  means  of  which  he  descended  into  the 
water,  in  his  diving-dress,  when  the  lock- 
gates  needed  repairing.  Ah,  they  were  a 
grand  invention,  these  locks !  Formerly  the 
poor  watermen  used  to  be  out  of  work 
three  months  in  the  year,  and  this  lost 
time,  during  which  the  women  and  children 
starved,  while  the  men  got  drunk,  on  empty 
stomachs,  at  the  cabaret,  was  called,  in  the 
riverside  slang,  I 'Ajfameur,  or  the  Famisher, 
whence  the  name  of  the  neighbouring 
auberge.  But,  since  locks  had  been  in- 
vented, the  water  flowed  on  steadily  all  the 
year  round,  and  there  was  always  work  for 
the  watermen. 

Lorie  listened  to  this  dissertation  with 
the  grave  and  knowing  air  of  a  Sous-prefet 
inspecting  public  works.  Eline  paid  no 
heed  to  what  Romain  said.  She  was  think- 
ing1" of  this  child  who  had  been  sent  to  her 
to  fill  the  void  in  her  life,  and  satisfy  the 
maternal  instinct  which  was  just  awakening 
in  her  breast.  She  had  all  the  feelings  of 
a  mother  for  Fanny  ;  a  mother's  inex- 
haustible patience  and  solicitude,  a  mother's 
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care.  Not  only  did  she  teach  her,  but  she 
attended  to  the  cut  of  her  little  frocks,  the 
colour  of  her  hats,  and  of  the  ribbons  she 
wore  in  her  hair.  She  managed  it  all  by 
herself,  for  Sylvanire  bowed  to  her  good 
taste,  and  had  ceased  to  interfere.  And, 
now 


The  chain  began  q-ratino-  again.  The 
watermen,  having  finished  their  meal,  went 
aboard  ;  and,  shortly  after,  the  tug,  with  its 
panting  black  and  white  funnel,  its  red  sides 
almost  grazing  the  walls  of  the  lock,  steamed 
slowly  off",  followed  by  its  train  of  boats. 
The  gates  closed,  driving  back  the  enormous 
mass  of  water ;  and  the  tug,  chain  and  all, 
departed,  describing  curious  zigzags  in  the 
river,  and  growing  smaller  and  smaller,  till 
it  seemed  no  bigger  than  the  tail  of  a  kite, 
and  at  last  disappeared. 

Before  they  left  the  jetty,  Romain  intro- 
duced to  them  Baraquin,  his  assistant,  an  old 
man  with  the  usual  tanned  and  wrinkled  face 
and  cunning  look  of  a  Seine-et-Oise  water- 
man, who  was  bent  double  by  rheumatism, 
and  sidled  like  a  crab.  The  old  fellow 
growled  out  a  few  words  of  welcome  which 
sounded  as  if  they  came  from  the.  bottom 
of  a  vat.  They  did  not  waste  much  of 
their  time  on  him. 

It  was  a  remarkable  fact  that  Romain, 
who  had  been  a  sailor,  never  touched  a  drop 
of  wine  or  spirits.  In  his  youth  he  had 
been,  as  he  sometimes  boasted,  'the  biggest 
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drunkard  in  the  navy ; '  but,  after  getting 
intoxicated  one  day,  he  had  assaulted  his 
commanding  officer,  an  offence  for  which  he 
had  narrowly  escaped  being  court-martialled. 
That  day  he  swore  never  to  drink  alcohol 
again ;  and,  despite  the  banter,  bets,  and 
temptations  of  his  squad,  he  kept  his  oath. 
The  very  sight  of  wine  almost  made  him 
sick  now.  He  delighted  in  sweet  drinks — 
cafi  au  lait,  chocolate,  and  orgeat  syrup. 
And  fate  had  given  him  a  companion  who 
was  his  very  opposite  ;  for  Baraquin  had  in- 
variably too  much  spirituous  cargo  on  board. 
'  He  can't  help  it,'  said  the  lock-keeper, 
as  he  took  his  guests  in  to  dejeilncr  It's  no 
fault  of  the  poor  old  man's.  The  people  up 
at  the  Chateau  are  to  blame.  Ever  since  he 
adjured  he  has  had  too  much  money  in  his 
pockets.' 

'  Adjured  !  What  does  that  mean  ? ' 
'  Aye,  aye.  Every  time  he  goes  to  the 
Protestant  church  and  takes  the  Communion 
the  lady  gives  him  forty  francs  and  a  new 
coat.  It's  been  the  ruin  of  the  poor  old 
chap.' 

The  auberge  known  by  the  name  of  the 
'Famisher'  may  be  seen  from  afar,  perched 
on  a  terrace,  a  little  way  beyond  the  lock, 
with  green  trellis-work  arbours  at  the  corners, 
and  open-air  games  • —  shooting  galleries, 
swings,  and  trapezes — between.  On  enter- 
ing, their  noses  were   greeted  by  the  plea- 
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sant  odour  of  the  soup  which  was  prepared 
every  day  for  the  Chain.  Their  hostess, 
Madame  Damour,  was  laying  the  cloth 
for  them  in  a  small,  but  cleanly,  private 
room,  with  roughcast  walls.  She  looked  as 
cleanly  as  her  house,  and  had  an  earnest, 
and  even  a  hard  face,  which  only  relaxed 
to  Romain,  whom  she  called  her  '  favourite 
boarder.' 

Whilst  she  went  about,  preparing  the 
ddjeuner,  the  lock-keeper  whispered,  that 
no  one  had  been  gayer  than  the  Damours 
once — till  thev  lost  their  daughter,  a  fine 
young  girl  of  about  Mademoiselle  Eline's 
age.  After  that,  the  husband  took  to  drink 
to  drown  his  sorrow,  and  drowned  it  so 
effectually,  that  he  was  removed  to  the  Vau- 
cluse  Lunatic  Asylum.  No  wonder  that  his 
wife  had  no  heart  for  merry  making,  crd 
cochon  ! 

'  What  did  the  poor  girl  die  of  ? '  asked 
Madame  Ebsen>  trembling  as  she  gave  a 
furtive  glance  at  her  Eline,  who  sat  by  her 
side,  in  the  flower  and  grace  of  her  nineteen 
years. 

'  It  is   said,'    replied    Romain,    '  that   the 
lady  at   Petit- Port  gave  her  something 
to   drink  that  did  not    agree  with  her      .  . 
poison.' 

Eline  stopped  him  indignantly 

'  Nay,  I'm  only  repeating  what  hcr 
mother  told  me.  All  I  can  be  sure  about 
is,   that  she  died   at   the  Chateau,  and  that 


no  PORT  SALVATION. 

her  death  is  still  talked  of  in  the  neighbour- 

<z> 

hood,  although  several  years  have  past  since.' 
The  hostess  came  in  while  they  were 
speaking  of  her,  with  a  magnificent  tench  in  a 
large  saucepan.  Romain  had  caught  it  him- 
self in  the  reserved  water  which  extended 
for  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  on  either 
side  of  the  lock.  The  appetising  smell  of 
the  country  dish,  the  chatter  of  the  lock- 
keeper,  and  the  appetite  which  their  row 
on  the  river  had  given  them,  all  helped 
to  divert  their  thoughts  from  the  gloomy 
tale.  The  remembrance  of  it  evaporated  in 
the  fresh  Seine  breezes  as  quickly  as  the 
myriad  silvery  drops  of  water  which  came 
dancing  through  the  air  from  the  stream, 
covering  the  glasses,  the  decanters,  and  the 
coarse  yellow  tablecloth  with  countless  little 
glittering  splashes.  The  thin  Burgundy — ■ 
which  the  watermen  are  in  the  habit  of 
tendering  in  payment  at  the  riverside  inns — 
put  the  climax  to  the  gaiety  of  the  party. 
They  had  been  put  into  thorough  good 
humour  already  by  the  laughter  of  the  chil- 
dren and  the  delighted  transports  of  Romain, 
who  was  sitting  on  the  window-sill  beside  his 
Sylvanire.  How  happy  the  worthy  little  lock- 
keeper  was,  to  be  sure !  You  would  have 
thought  it  was  his  wedding  breakfast ;  and, 
indeed,  it  was  probably  the  first  breakfast 
to  which  he  had  sat  down  with  his  wife  since 
they  were  married.  But  he  did  not  allow 
his  happiness  to  make  him  forgetful  of  the 
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company  He  superintended  every  detail 
of  the  feast,  and  was  constantly  running-  in 
and  out  of  the  kitchen  in  search  of  some- 
thing to  add  to  his  guests'  comfort.  Nay, 
he  even  insisted  on  making  coffee  himself 
for  his  old  master  in  the  Algerian  way,  which 
he  was  so  fond  of,  leaving  the  grounds  at  the 
bottom  of  the  cup.  When  he  had  finished, 
he  brought  it  in  triumphantly  on  a  tray,  and 
put  it  down  with  a  bang  on  what  appeared 
to  be  a  long  sideboard.  As  he  did  so,  he 
heard  a  jangling  sound  under  the  table-cover, 
and  exclaimed,  '  Hulloa,  a  piano  ! ' 

It  was  an  old,  old  harpsichord,  bought  at 
some  sale  in  one  of  the  ancient  chateaux  you 
may  still  meet  along  this  bank  of  the  Seine. 
After  having  accompanied  many  a  gavotte 
and  stately  minuet,  the  antique  instrument 
now  served  to  amuse  Parisian  holiday-makers 
in  a  common  wine  shop,  and  was  wearing 
out  its  well-nigh  silent  strings  to  the  tune  of 
'  L'Amant  d'Amanda '  and  '  La  Fille  de  l'Em- 
balleur.'  At  the  touch  of  Eline's  delicate 
fingers,  however,  it  seemed  for  a  moment  to 
recover  its  melancholy  and  tinkling  voice, 
which  harmonised  so  well  with  the  yellow 
ivory  of  the  keys  ;  and  when  the  young  girl, 
who  had  not  played  once  since  her  bereave- 
ment, broke  into  the  refrain  of  the  old  na- 
tional song — 

Denmark,  thy  fair  fields — 
you  might  have  fancied  Grandmother  herself 
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was  there  ;  that  her  cracked  and  quavering 
voice  was  evoking  the  far-away  green  pas- 
tures, and  the  waving  corn,  and  all  the  broad 
sunlit  landscapes  of  her  native  country. 

Then  Eline  began  playing  Mozart — one 
of  those  airs  of  his  which  sound  like  the 
warblings  of  a  caged  bird  answered  by  the 
shepherdesses  on  the  river  banks,  and  the 
linnets  hopping  about  among  the  rushes. 
When  the  first  sonata  was  ended,  she  began 
another,  and  then  another,  yielding  more  and 
more,  as  she  went  on,  to  the  charm  of  the 
ancient  instrument.  On  turning  round  at 
last,  she  found  herself  alone  with  Lorie.  The 
rest  of  the  party  had  gone  to  the  waterside  ; 
Romain  and  Sylvanire  to  amuse  the  children, 
and  Madame  Ebsen  to  weep  there  undis- 
turbed. Lorie  still  lingered,  listening,  and 
far  more  deeply  moved  than  became  any  one 
in  the  Service.  She  looked  so  pretty,  you 
see,  as  she  sat  there,  with  her  eyes  sparkling 
responsive  to  the  music,  and  her  slim,  grace- 
ful fingers  rambling  over  the  keys.  Gladly 
would  he  have  prolonged  the  precious  mo- 
ment, aye,  have  stood  there  for  ever,  watch- 
in  <7  her 

Suddenly  a  child's  cry,  a  resounding  cry 
of  terror,  disturbed  the  vapoury  stillness  that 
surrounded  them. 

'It's  Fanny!'  exclaimed  Eline,  turnino- 
pale,  and  rushing  to  the  window.  But  by 
this  time  the  cry  had  died  away,  and  was 
succeeded  by  peals  of  laughter.     Leaning  out 
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of  the  window  to  see  what  it  all  meant,  Lorie 
saw  Romain  in  his  diver's  dress  srettinQf 
ready  to  enter  the  water. 

'  Oh,  what  a  fright  I  had  ! '  said  Eline. 

The  colour  returned  to  her  cheeks,  and 
she  once  more  breathed  treely  as  she  leaned 
for  support  against  the  railings  of  the  little 
balcony  ;  a  halo  of  light  encircled  her,  and 
she  appeared  to  blush. 

4  How  good  you  are  to  the  child ! '  mur- 
mured Lorie. 

'  Is  it  strange  ?  I  love  her  as  though  she 
were  my  own.  The  bare  thought  of  losing 
her  makes  me  sad.' 

He  took  alarm,  fancying  she  was  re- 
ferring to  the  matrimonial  plans  of  which 
Madame  Ebsen  had  already  spoken  to  him. 
Timidly,  as  one  who  questions  and  yet  dreads 
the  answer,  he  said,  '  Lose  her  ?  Why  lose 
her?' 

She  paused  for  a  moment,  looking  away 
into  the  distance. 

'  Are  you  not  going  to  bring  her  home 
another  mother  soon  ? '  she  replied  at  last. 

'  Who  can  have  told  you  that  ?  I  never 
dreamt  of  such  a  thing,'  he  began.  But  it 
was  impossible  to  resist  those  clear  eyes 
looking  into  his.  Yes ;  he  had  to  confess 
now  and  then  some  such  dream  would  flit 
across  his  mind.  It  was  so  sad  to  live  alone 
— never  to  be  able  to  share  the  joy  and 
sorrow  of  the  day  with   any  one.  Yes, 

home  was  wretched  enough  when  no  woman 
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brightened    it.  .  Sylvanire   would   leave 

him  some  clay  or  other,  he  supposed,  and 
after  all,  she  could  never  be  a  mother  to 
his  children.  For  his  own  part,  too,  he 
owned  he  knew  little  about  managing  a 
household,  although  he  was  a  born  organiser, 
and  should  not  hesitate  a  moment  to  un- 
dertake the  government  of  all  the  province 
of  Algiers. 

He  spoke  quite  simply,  looking  slightly 
embarrassed,  with  a  kind  and  ingenuous 
smile  lighting  up  his  face.  Eline  liked  him 
far  better  as  he  stood  there  so  helpless  than 
when  he  put  on  the  pompous  airs  he  affected 
on  grand  occasions. 

'  Now  you  know  why  I  have  had 
thoughts  of  remarrying,'  said  Lorie.  '  Be- 
lieve me,  though,  I  have  kept  them  locked 
up  in  my  heart  and  have  told  no  one  of 
them.     How  can  you  have  found  out  .  ?' 

Eline  interrupted  him. 

'  I  hope  this  woman  is  good  and  kind.' 

'  Good  and    kind.  .  Sweetness  itself,' 

replied  Lorie,  trembling  with  emotion. 

'  Arc  you  sure  she  will  love  your  child- 
ren ?' 

'  She  loves  them  already,'  he  replied ; 
and  then  she  understood  it  all,  and  stopped 
short,  covered  with  confusion. 

He  took  her  by  the  hand  and  began  to 
speak  in  a  low  voice,  hardly  knowing  what 
he  said.  But  Eline  knew  that  only  love 
could  have  inspired  those  troubled  accents ; 
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and  whilst  the  tender  promises  and  protesta- 
tions rushed  to  her  lover's  lips,  she  stood 
there  as  in  a  dream,  looking  away  towards 
the  horizon,  and  seeing,  as  in  a  vision,  her 
life  spread  out  calm  and  peaceful  before  her 
like  the  Seine  landscape,  with  its  fields  and 
furrows  clearly  defined,  and  its  young  spring- 
ing corn  darkened  by  the  passing  clouds,  or 
sunlit,  as  the  sky's  whim  willed  it.  Youth 
loves  not  such  calm  scenes.  It  longs  for 
difficulties  to  conquer  ;  sighs  for  Red  Riding 
Hood  forests  and  fairy  towers.  .  .  Yet, 
after  all,  this  marriage  offered  her  would  not 
clash  with  any  of  her  affections.  She  would 
be  with  Fanny  and  need  not  leave  her 
mother. 

'  Leave  her  ?  Never,  I  promise  you, 
Eline.1 

'  Let  it  be  as  you  wish,  then,'  said  Eline. 
'  I  will  be  the  mother  of  your  children.' 

Without  knowing  exactly  how  it  had 
come  about,  a  minute  had  united  them  for 
all  their  lives.  Madame  Ebsen  guessed  the 
truth  at  once  when  she  joined  them  on  the 
balcony,  and  saw  them  standing  hand  in  hand, 
looking  down  together  at  their  children. 


i-z 
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CHAPTER   VII. 

PORT  SALVATION. 

Of  all  the  pretty  and  sunny  villages  scattered 
here  and  there  on  the  left  bank  of  the  Seine 
between  Paris  and  Corbeil — Orangis,  Ris, 
Athis-Mons,  and  the  rest — Petit-Port  is  the 
only  one  which  boasts  a  history.  At  the  end 
of  the  sixteenth  century  it  was,  like  Ablon 
and  Charenton,  an  imoortant  Calvinist  strong;- 
hold,  and  one  of  the  meeting-places  of  the 
Parisian  Protestants  authorised  by  the  Edict 
of  jN antes.  Sully,  the  Rohans,  and  the  noblest 
followers  of  the  Reformed  faith,  have  gathered 
round  the  pulpit  in  the  little  church  at  Petit- 
Port.  The  magnificent  carriages  of  the 
Princess  of  Orange  once  rattled  alone  be- 
neath  the  elms  of  the  Pave  du  Roi.  Famous 
theologians  preached  there.  Notable  bap- 
tisms, and  marriages,  and  conversions  once 
made  its  name  famous.  But  its  glory  was  of 
short  duration.  On  the  revocation  of  the 
Edict,  the  Calvinists  of  Petit-Port  were  dis- 
persed, and  their  church  was  rased  to  the 
ground.  In  1832,  when  Samuel  Autheman 
went  down  to  build  his  gold  refinery,  he 
found  only  an  obscure  market  gardenino-  vil- 
lage, with  nothing  about  it  that  reminded  one 
of  the  history  lying  in  the  dusty  pigeon-holes 
of  the  Archives  but  the  name  given  to  an 
abandoned    quarry    in    the    neighbourhood. 
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They  called  it  the  '  Preaching-  Place.'  The 
gold  merchant  built  his  workshops  on  the 
very  spot  once  occupied  by  the  church,  at 
the  highest  point  of  the  superb  estate  which 
he  had  bought.  He  was  a  very  wealthy  man 
even  then.  The  estate  had  a  history  too. 
It  had  belonged  to  Gabrielle  d'Estrees.  But 
of  this  the  only  trace  remaining  was  an  old 
stone  staircase,  rusted  by  many  alternate 
suns  and  storms,  its  double  balustrade  dark 
with  clustering  Virginian  creeper  and  ivy. 
What  a  bright,  vanished  throng  of  gay  nobles 
and  lovely  dames,  clad  in  rich  velvet  and 
sheeny  satin,  was  evoked  by  that  ancient 
staircase  !  Many  of  the  trees  in  the  park 
had  doubtless  known  the  favourite.  But 
trees  do  not  speak  as  stones  do.  They 
have  convenient  memories,  and  forget  as 
they  change  their  leaves  each  recurring  year. 
All  we  know  of  the  old  Chateau  is  that 
it  once  stood  on  the  height  looking  down 
on  the  estate,  and  that  the  poor  folk  lived 
by  the  waterside  in  those  days,  on  the 
land  now  occupied  by  the  restored  and 
enlarged  modern  mansion  of  the  Authe- 
mans. 

A  few  years  after  they  had  taken  posses- 
sion, like  many  other  people  living  on  the 
banks  of  the  river  between  Paris  and  Cor- 
beil  they  were  rudely  disturbed  by  the 
construction  of  the  Orleans  Railway.  The 
line  ran  right  through  the  Autheman  estate, 
just  in  front  of  the  grand  entrance,  cutting  it 
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off  from  the  baskets  of  flowers  which  adorned 
the  garden,  and  destroying  two  of  the  four 
magnificent  pawlonias  on  the  lawn.  All  day 
long  the  trains  rushed  backwards  and  for- 
wards under  the  light  rustic  bridges  which 
connected  the  two  divided  fragments  of  the 
park,  with  a  ceaseless  clatter  of  iron,  with 
interminable  puffing  and  smoking.  And  as 
the  passengers  dashed  by  on  their  journeys 
north  and  south,  they  caught  fleeting  visions 
through  the  windows  of  glittering  conserva- 
tories and  red-brick  stables,  and  two  narrow 
kitchen-gardens  running  along  the  line,  like 
the  odd  little  gardens  you  see  at  stations, 
and  a  terrace  with  close-clipped  orange-trees, 
on  which  they  sometimes  saw  the  Authe- 
mans  taking  the  air  in  their  American 
rocking-chairs. 

The  Calvinistic  memories  that  clung  about 
the  place  and  seemed  to  single  it  out  for  her 
mission  from  all  others,  kept  Jeanne  Authe- 
man  at  Petit- Port  when  her  mother-in-law's 
death  left  her  sole  mistress  of  her  husband 
and  his  fortune.  She  transformed  the  coun- 
try-house into  a  second  edition  of  the  house 
in  town,  re-built  the  Protestant  church,  and 
had  schools  run  up  for  the  boys  and  girls  in 
the  village.  Her  uncle  Becker  and  the 
refinery  hands  went  away  to  the  works  at 
Romainville  ;  and  ere  long  there  remained  at 
Petit-Port  only  the  peasants,  the  market- 
gardeners,  the  vine-dressers,  and  a  few 
tradespeople.      Aided  by  Anne  de  Beuil,  she 
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began  to  proselytise  amongst  the  trades- 
people. The  old  maid  went  from  door  to 
door,  promising  the  custom  of  the  Chateau 
to  all  who  attended  services  in  the  new 
church  or  sent  their  children  to  the  Evan- 
gelical free  schools.  Attached  to  the  schools 
were  workshops,  in  which  the  pupils  who 
had  given  satisfaction  during  their  studies 
found  places  suited  to  their  wants  and  tastes 
awaiting  them. 

It  would  have  taken  a  very  firm  faith  to 
resist  such  tempting  arguments,  a*nd  our 
French  peasants  are  not  shining  religious 
lights,  most  of  them.  A  few  of  the  children 
came  over  first.  Then  their  parents  gra- 
dually got  into  the  way  of  accompanying 
them  to  the  Sunday  meetings.  Madame 
Autheman  soon  found  it  necessary  to  engage 
a  minister — an  old  and  timid  man  from 
Corbeil — to  attend  to  the  marriages,  the 
funerals,  and  minor  duties  of  the  mission. 
The  entire  control  of  all  pertaining  to  the 
church  and  schools,  however,  she  kept  in  her 
own  hands,  and  the  old  man  remained  a 
subordinate  till  he  died  a  few  years  after. 
She  had  a  great  deal  of  difficulty  in  replacing 
him,  despite  her  wealth  and  her  reputation 
among  the  members  and  elders  of  the  Paris 
Consistory.  One  minister  after  another 
came  down  to  Petit-Port,  and  went  away 
again,  weary  of  being  a  mere  reading 
machine  and  sexton.  But  at  last  she  dis- 
covered the  person  she  wanted.     He  was  a 
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Scandinavian,  named  Birk,  who  knew  just 
enough  French  to  be  able  to  get  through  the 
services,  had  no  scruples,  and  was  very 
mercenary. 

Jeanne  preached  and  interpreted  the 
verses  herself,  not  a  little  to  the  amaze- 
ment of  the  villagers,  who  could  hardly 
believe  their  eyes  when  they  saw  the  lady 
from  the  Chateau  in  the  pulpit.  But  they 
grew  used  to  it.  Why  not  ?  She  was  a  capital 
preacher,  after  all,  and  could  talk  quite  as 
long  without  stopping  as  the  cure.  Then 
the  church  made  a  great  impression  on 
them.  It  was  much  larger  than  their  own, 
and  the  high  bare  walls  looked  so  austere. 
The  great  banker's  position  and  wealth,  too, 
overawed  them.  They  went  away  be- 
wildered but  admiring,  spreading  strange 
reports  abroad  of  how  young  Madame 
Autheman  '  said  mass.'  After  service  the 
Chatelaine  usually  stayed  some  time  in  the 
vestry,  to  receive  any  one  who  might  come 
to  her  for  advice.  To  all  her  visitors  she 
had  something  practical  to  say.  She 
generally  managed  to  draw  them  out  about 
their  own  affairs  ;  and  what  counsel  she  did 
give  was  given  in  plain  common-sense 
language,  as  different  as  possible  from  the 
mystical  phraseology  of  the  pulpit. 

Next  she  had  it  made  known  to  the 
villagers  that  on  the  day  they  took  the 
sacrament,  prizes,  in  money  and  clothing, 
would   be   distributed  to  all  who  embraced 
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the  Reformed  religion.  The  first  convert 
was  the  postman.  Then  came  the  local 
stonebreaker  and  his  wife,  whose  admission 
to  the  fold  was  celebrated  with  great 
pomp.  Their  appearance  in  their  warm 
new  cloth  and  woollen  clothes,  with  money 
jingling  in  their  pockets  and  the  assur- 
ance of  more  from  the  Chateau  sustaining 
them,  converted  numbers  of  people  in  the 
village. 

Only  two  persons  at  Petit-Port,  the  cure 
and  the  Sister,  had  the  means  of  opposing 
the  Protestant  crusade.  The  cure  (good, 
saintly  man)  found  it  hard  enough  to  live 
on  his  slender  income,  though  it  was 
increased  occasionally  by  what  his  servant 
could  get  without  scandal  at  the  Ablon 
inns  for  the  fish  he  caught  in  the  river. 
Moreover,  he  had  always  been  accustomed 
to  look  up  to  the  rich  and  influential  in- 
habitants of  the  village.  The  Authemans  had 
not  much  to  fear  from  him.  On  Sundays,  to 
be  sure,  he  would  now  and  then  indulge 
in  a  veiled  allusion  to  what  was  going  on. 
He  sent  several  reports  to  his  bishop  at 
Versailles.  But,  do  what  he  could,  his 
church  emptied  like  a  cracked  vase ;  and 
his  Catechism  class  grew  smaller  year  by 
year,  much  to  the  delight  of  the  few  urchins 
who  still  attended  it — chiefly  with  a  view 
to  playing  hide  and  seek  amongst  the  long 
rows  of  unoccupied  chairs  which  filled  the 
building. 
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Like  all  women  under  the  influence  of 
passion,  Sister  Octavie,  the  directress  of  the 
girls'  school,  was  a  fiercer  antagonist.  She 
took  up  her  stand  resolutely  as  the  opponent 
of  the  Chateau,  and  quite  put  the  poor  priest 
to  the  blush  by  her  energy.  Having  plenty 
of  leisure  time  now,  she  would  run  from 
one  end  of  the  village  to  another,  with 
her  cap  flapping  ominously  and  her  chaplet 
rattling  defiance  of  the  foe.  Her  old  pupils 
often  found  her  waiting  for  them  outside  the 
Evangelical  schools.  '  Aren't  you  ashamed  of 
yourself,  you  good-for-nothing  ? '  was  her 
usual  greeting  to  them.  She  bundled  their 
mothers  off  to  the  washing-tubs,  sent  their 
fathers  about  their  business  in  the  fields,  and 
exhausted  herself  in  invocations  to  God, 
the  Virgin,  and  the  Saints  in  heaven.  But 
heaven  is  only  sky  to  the  peasant — a  place 
which  sends  him  rain  and  sunshine  for  his 
crops.  Her  remonstrances  were  met  by 
hypocritical  sighs,  bland  blinkings  of  the 
eye,  and  hollow  regrets.  '  Aye,  aye,  Sister, 
I  know ;  things  would  be  much  better  if 
you  had  your  way '  But  it  all  meant 
nothing. 

Sometimes  she  and  Anne  de  Beuil  met, 
and  there  was  a  scene.  The  two  women 
embodied  their  respective  creeds  admirably. 
One,  gaunt  and  sallow,  was,  despite  her  age, 
the  image  of  rebellion  and  persecution.  The 
Sister  was  as  buxom  as  the  Protestant  was 
thin.     Her   pleasant   face,    fat   cheeks,    and 
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dimpled  hands,  no  less  than  the  comfortable 
set  of  her  snowy  muslin  cap,  plainly  marked 
her  as  one  accustomed  to  the  favour  of  the 
wealthy.  In  this  case,  however,  the  odds 
were  all  against  her,  for  she  was  waging 
war  with  the  Chateau. 

Not  content  with  heaping  ridicule  upon 
Madame  Autheman  and  her  preaching,  in 
her  zeal  Sister  Octavie  accused  her  of 
sequestrating  children,  and  resorting  to  all 
kinds  of  cruelty  to  induce  them  to  abjure 
their  faith.  She  even  charged  her  with 
using  unholy  drugs  and  spells  to  effect  her 
purpose  ;  and  the  mysterious  death  of  a 
servant  girl  called  Felicie  Damour  gave 
a  shadow  of  probability  to  her  stories.  An 
inquiry  was  instituted  which  led  to  Sister 
Octavie's  removal  to  another  post ;  and,  no 
one  being  appointed  to  replace  her,  the 
cure  was  left  alone  to  preach  to  empty 
benches.  He  avoided  an  open  rupture 
with  the  Authemans,  however,  who  treated 
him  politely  and  sent  him  presents  of  game 
in  the  shooting  season.  '  They  are  too 
powerful  for  us,'  said  his  bishop  to  him 
one  day.  'We  must  bide  our  time,  and 
manoeuvre.'  Having  thus  been  freed  from 
responsibility  by  his  superior,  the  good  cure 
washed  his  hands  of  the  whole  matter  and 
went  a-fishino-. 

The  village  had  a  curious  appearance 
in  those  days.  Troops  of  children  wear- 
ing  black   alpaca   blouses   came    and    went 
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amongst  the  stiff  uniform  rows  of  red-roofed 
houses  which  old  Autheman  had  built  for 
his  workmen,  and  the  straight,  formal  elm- 
avenues  planted  later  by  his  daughter-in-law. 
Sometimes  they  were  under  the  care  of  a 
long-coated  master ;  sometimes  they  were 
escorted  by  two  young  girls  in  dresses  with 
capes,  like  Anne  de  Beuil's.  The  Chateau 
servants  all  wore  black  liveries  ;  and  all  had 
the  two  bright  metal  letters,  P.S.,  stitched 
on  their  coat-collars.  You  would  have  taken 
it  for  some  Moravian  settlement ;  only  the 
Moravians  we  know  to  be  sincere,  whereas  the 
Petit- Port  peasants  were  and  are  abominable 
hypocrites.  They  knew  that  their  pious 
grimaces  would  not  pass  unrewarded,  and 
that  it  was  good  policy  on  their  part  to  affect 
to  groan  and  bend  beneath  the  weight  of  the 
original  Sin  ;  to  go  about  with  a  mask  of 
contrition  ;  and  to  so  embellish  their  rustic 
jargon  at  ever)'  turn  with  biblical  quotations, 
that  at  last  the  very  atmosphere  of  the 
neighbourhood  seemed  saturated  with  holy 
writ. 

Texts  thrust  themselves  upon  you  on  the 
pillars  of  the  church,  on  the  school  walls,  and 
in  the  shops  of  the  Chateau  tradespeople.  At 
the  butcher's  you  were  entreated  to  '  Die 
to  earth  if  you  would  live  for  ever,'  And 
the  grocer  greeted  you  with  an  exhortation 
to  '  Fix  your  thoughts  on  high,'  possibly 
meaning  on  the  jars  of  cherry-brandy  ranged 
along  the  shelves  nearest  the  roof.     But  the 
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peasants  were  far  too  cunning  to  obey  this 
precept  with  the  eagle  eye  of  Anne  de 
Beuil  upon  them.  They  did  their  drinking 
and  the  rest  at  Athis  or  at  Damour's,  the 
host  of  the  '  Famisher.'  Ah!  they  were  true 
Seine-et-Oise  peasants — liars,  thieves,  rakes, 
and  cowards,  who  hid  away  their  vices  only 
to  enjoy  them  the  more  in  secret. 

There  was  one  marked  difference  be- 
tween the  village  of  Petit- Port,  now  so 
curiously  risen  from  its  ashes  after  three 
centuries  of  oblivion,  and  the  other  Protes- 
tant endowments  near  Paris.  Unlike  the 
schools  at  Versailles  and  Jouy-en-Josas,  or 
the  agricultural  settlements  at  Essonne  and 
Plessy-Mornay,  which  are  supported  by  con- 
tributions from  the  various  Protestant  com- 
munities of  France,  England,  and  America,  it 
depended  entirely  on  the  bounty  of  the 
Authemans,  who  had  made  it  their  absolute 
property  and  creature,  so  to  speak,  and  did 
what  they  liked  with  it  uncontrolled. 

Jeanne  Autheman  was  the  High  Priest 
and  moving  spirit  of  the  place,  who  directed 
the  arm  and  action  of  Anne  de  Beuil. 
Although  she  spent  quite  eight  months  of  the 
year  at  Petit- Port,  very  little  was  seen  of  her 
there.  The  voluminous  correspondence  of 
the  Lady  Evangelists'  Mission  (or  '  The 
Mission  '  as  they  themselves  call  it)  and  the 
catechising  of  converts,  occupied  most  of  her 
mornings.  In  the  afternoon  she  buried  her- 
self in   '  The   Retreat,'  a  lonely  and  myste- 
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rious  chalet  standing  in  the  middle  of  the 
park.  On  Sundays  she  devoted  herself 
entirely  to  her  schools  and  church — a  tomb- 
like church,  solemn  and  white,  surmounted 
by  a  massive  cross,  which  seems  to  sadden 
and  crush  the  estate  below  it.  A  cross  and 
church  in  keeping-  with  the  monastic  seventy 
of  the  place  ;  the  neat  and  well  kept  but 
deserted  avenues ;  the  trim  gravel  walk  and 
steps  on  which  from  time  to  time  you  got  a 
glimpse  of  a  vanishing  black  gown  ;  in 
keeping  with  the  whole  great,  melancholy, 
pious-looking  mansion  and  its  closed 
shutters,  from  behind  which,  in  the  long, 
drowsy,  silent  summer  afternoons  sometimes 
came  faint  echoes  of  hymns  and  the  distant 
sound  of  an  organ. 

Towards  evening  the  house  grew  a  trifle 
brighter.  The  lodp-e  fates  were  thrown 
wide  open,  carriage  wheels  creaked  and 
grated  over  the  gravel,  and  a  worn-out  old 
collie  dog  fell  to  barking  welcome  home  to 
his  master  Autheman,  who  preferred  losing 
an  hour  in  driving  down  from  Paris  in  his 
brougham,  to  exhibiting  his  unhappy  face  to 
the  curious  gaze  of  the  crowd  which,  about 
five  o'clock,  always  encumbers  the  terminus 
of  a  suburban  railway.  Then  for  a  moment 
all  would  be  bustle  and  excitement.  Doors 
banged,  sharp,  short  words  were  inter- 
changed in  an  undertone.  Grooms  whistled 
and  pails  clattered  in  the  stables,  as  the 
horses   were   watered.      And  with   that  the 
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household  relapsed  into  mournful  silence,  only 
broken  occasionally  by  the  snorting  and 
fuming  of  the  passing  train.s. 

One  fresh  and  o-lorious  morninsf  in  the 
month  of  May  the  Chateau  had  an  air  of 
unwonted  animation.  It  had  hailed  heavily 
in  the  night,  during  a  terrible  storm  which 
had  strewn  the  ground  with  young  leaves 
and  flowers.  The  steps  were  covered  with 
broken  glass  from  the  conservatories,  and 
the  gardeners'  rakes  and  barrows  rattled  up 
and  down,  clearing  away  the  shattered 
window  panes  and  young  branches. 

Autheman,  who  was  always  one  of  the 
first  to  get  up  at  the  Chateau  and  to  arrive 
at  the  bank,  was  feverishly  pacing  to  and 
fro  on  the  terrace.  He  seemed  much 
agitated — perhaps  by  the  sight  of  the  havoc 
wrought  amongst  his  beautiful  groves  and 
hothouse  plants.  Each  time  he  reached 
the  steps  at  the  end  of  the  terrace  he 
stopped,  turned  back  mechanically,  and  cast 
an  upward  glance  at  the  closed  shutters  of 
his  wife's  room.  Whenever  a  servant  ap- 
proached, he  asked  whether  her  mistress  was 
up  yet ;  and,  on  being  answered  in  the  nega- 
tive, started  off  again,  nervously  rubbing 
and  worrying  the  bandage  which  covered 
half  of  his  poor,  disfigured  face,  with  his 
gloved  hand ;  a  common  trick  with  him 
when  he  was  excited.  He  might  have 
been    a  ghost   flitting  aimlessly   about  that 
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clear,  sunny  morning-.  His  eyes  had  the 
fixed,  hungry  look  which  Eline  Ebsen  had 
seen  in  them  that  day  when  he  first  appeared 
behind  the  bank  railings.  The  bitter  smile 
distorting  his  lip  seemed  to  ask  the  mute, 
mournful  question,  '  Am  I  not  hideous  to 
look  upon  ? ' 

Yes  ;  hideous  !  From  his  youth  up  this 
had  been  the  rich  man's  great  despair  and 
torture.  Marriage,  and  the  possession  of 
the  woman  he  loved,  had  cured  him  ior  a 
time.  Reassured  by  the  pressure  of  his 
young  wife's  arm,  he  had  summoned  up 
courage  enough  to  go  into  society.  You 
met  him  at  church,  at  the  Bourse,  and  at 
the  meetings  of  the  Consistory,  of  which  he 
soon  came  to  be  one  of  the  most  active 
members.  He  had  even  been  appointed 
Mayor  of  Petit-Port.  Suddenly,  however, 
returning  to  his  old  state  of  hypochondria, 
he  had  withdrawn  from  his  post,  shut  himself 
up  in  his  Chateau,  and  hidden  himself 
behind  the  blue  curtains  at  the  bank.  Yet 
to  all  appearance  nothing  had  occurred  to 
alter  him.  The  prosperity  of  the  bank  was 
no  less ;  the  harmony  that  reigned  in  the 
household  was  as  edifying  as  ever.  He  was 
still  in  love  with  his  wife,  still  ready  to  satisfy 
the  costly  caprices  of  the  mission.  She  was 
always  kind  and  affectionate,  never  failed  to 
give  him  her  smooth  white  forehead  to  kiss 
when  he  left  her  or  came  home ;  never 
omitted   to   take   an    interest    in   the    day's 
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business,  like  the  true  Lyonnaise  that  she 
was,  a  mixture  of  the  practical  and  the 
mystic.  She  told  him  all  about  her  own 
affairs — what  was  to  be  the  text  of  her  next 
sermon,  how  many  souls  saved  during  the 
week  had  been  entered  on  the  credit  side 
of  the  spiritual  ledger  which  she  posted 
every  evening.  Only  one  secret  lay  like 
a  gulf  between  them.  The  husband's  absent 
answers,  the  imploring  look  with  which  the 
poor  wretch  vainly  tried  to  move  his  wife's 
smiling  indifference,  now  and  then  revealed 
that  secret.  Strange  though  the  omission 
seemed  in  one  so  zealous,  Jeanne  refrained 
from  asking  why  he  had  ceased  to  take  any 
part  in  the  service  and  prayer-meetings,  and 
why,  even  on  the  three  great  annual  commu- 
nion days,  he  was  seen  no  longer  sitting  on 
the  benches  of  the  elders.  Nay,  she  even  ap- 
peared to  shrink  from  all  explanations  on  the 
subject.  With  the  instinctive  adroitness  of 
a  woman  and  a  priest,  she  avoided  it  ;  and 
he,  being  proud,  had  said  nothing,  fearing 
to  cast  a  gloom  over  the  fair  face  which  was 
the  light  of  his  life. 

But  as  Autheman  paced  to  and  fro  that 
morning,  or  leant  against  the  balustrade  of 
the  stone  staircase,  watching  the  trains,  he 
had  determined  to  end  it  all  and  tell  her 
what  had,  for  three  years  past,  been  in  his 
heart. 

The  seven  o'clock  express  !  A  distant 
rumbling,  a  shaking  of  the  ground,  and  the 
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panting  monster  dashed  past,  scattering  the 
flowers  and  foliage  with  which  the  storm 
had  strewn  the  iron  rails.  In  front  of  the 
pawlonias  they  had  formed  quite  a  floral 
carpet ;  and,  as  he  stood  there  looking 
down,  the  banker  thought,  as  in  his  boy- 
hood he  had  often  thought,  how  sweet  it 
would  be  to  lie  clown  to  rest  upon  that 
line,  and  so  be  rid  for  ever  of  his  hor- 
rible and  incurable  disfigurement.  The 
temptation  was  for  a  moment  irresistible.  A 
giddiness  seized  him,  and  he  fell  forward 
against  the  balustrade.  But  the  train  rushed 
by  like  a  whirlwind,  and  vanished  with  a 
shriek  and  a  moan.  The  brass  on  the  engine 
flashed  ;  the  little  windows  all  seemed  to 
blend  into  one.  The  sparks,  and  the  dust, 
and  the  dancing  leaves  clouded  the  air  for  a 
moment  and  disappeared  in  the  wake  of  the 
express.  Then  a  sudden  stupor  fell  upon 
everything.  Life  and  nature  seemed  to  stand 
still ;  and  where  the  flowers  had  just  before 
lain  broadcast,  nothing  was  seen  but  the  dark, 
glistening  iron  rails. 

'  Madame  can  see  Monsieur  now  in  the 
study.' 

'  I  shall  be  there  ^directly,' said  Autheman, 
speaking  with  the  voice  of  a  man  rudely 
awakened  from  the  anguish  of  a  nio-htmare. 

Jeanne  was  at  breakfast  in  an  old- 
fashioned  little  room  on  the  ground-floor, 
talking  to  Anne  de  Beuil.     On  the  edge  of  a 
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table  beside  her  stood  a  bowl  of  cold  milk 
and  a  pile  of  books  and  papers. 

'  Stay,'  said  she,  in  a  rapid  whisper,  as 
her  assistant  rose  to  go  when  her  husband 
entered. 

She  looked  Autheman  full  in  the  face 
with  her  clear,  cold  eyes,  and  said  simply, 

'  Good  morning,  Charles.  What  a  dread- 
ful storm  we  had  in  the  night ! ' 

'  Aye,  dreadful  indeed,' replied  Autheman, 
sadly  ;  '  I  was  afraid  you  would  be  nervous, 
so  I  knocked  at  your  door  in  the  night,  but 
it  was  locked.'  .  .  And  in  a  low  voice  he 
added,  '  As  usual.' 

She  seemed  not  to  have  heard  the  remark, 
for,  dipping  her  bread  into  the  milk,  she  went 
on  with  the  conversation  which  her  husband 
had  interrupted. 

'  You  are  sure  of  that,  Anne  ? ' 

'  Unless  Birk  is  lying,'  replied  Anne  de 
Beuil,  roughly-  '  But  the  marriage  cannot 
take  place  for  three  months,  as  they  are  in 
mourning.' 

'  In  three  months  ?  Well,  we  shall  save 
her  yet.' 

This  conversation,  and  the  presence  of  a 
third  person,  were  too  much  for  Autheman's 
patience. 

'  I  really  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear,' 
explained  Jeanne,  'we  were  talking  of 
Eline  Ebsen  ;  you  know  the  child  I  mean. 
We  would  fain  snatch  her  soul  from  the 
burning.' 

K2 
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Apparently  he  did  not  feel  the  slightest 
interest  in  Eline  Ebsen. 

'  Jeanne  !'  said  he,  in  reply,  mutely  im- 
ploring pity  with  his  eyes. 

But  he  saw  at  once  that  she  had  made  up 
her  mind  not  to  understand  him. 

'  Be  it  so  ! '  he  exclaimed,  abruptly.  '  Good- 
bye.' 

With  a  touch  of  her  delicate  hand,  how- 
ever, she  stopped  him  short  as  he  was 
turning  to  go. 

'  One  moment,  dear.  I  want  you  to  do 
something  for  me  in  town.  ...  Is  Watson 
ready,  Anne  ? ' 

'  She  still  kicks  against  the  pricks,'  an- 
swered Anne  de  Beuil  ;  '  but  she  will  be 
ready.' 

On  this  Jeanne  took  out  a  sheet  of  note 
paper  headed  with  the  name  of  the  mission, 
and  wrote  a  short  note,  which  she  read  out 
when  she  had  finished. 

'My  dear  Child,' it  ran.  'Mrs  Watson 
is  to  bear  public  witness  to  the  power  of  the 
Gospel  next  Wednesday.  We  hope  to  have 
an  interesting  meeting  on  that  occasion  at 
Branch  B,  59  Avenue  des  Ternes.  I  trust 
you  will  be  able  to  join  us. 

'  Your  affectionate  sister  in  Christ.' 

When  she  had  signed  and  sealed  the 
letter,  she  handed  it  to  her  husband,  telling 
him  to  be  sure  to  send  it  round  that  morning. 
This  was  not  all  she  wanted  him  to  do, 
though.     There  were  proofs  to  be  taken  to 
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the  printer's ;  the  tuner  had  to  be  sent  for  to 
tune  the  Branch  B  harmonium  ;  three  hundred 
Bibles    were    wanted,     and    three    hundred 

'  Daily    Breads,'    and that   was   all,   she 

thought,  for  that  morning-. 

He  stopped  again  on  the  threshold,  re- 
gretting his  lost  opportunity,  and  made  as 
though  he  would  have  spoken.  But  the 
words  failed  him,  and  he  strode  away  at  last, 
banging  the  doors  behind  him,  furious. 

'  What's  the  matter  with  him  ? '  said 
Anne  de  Beuil  when  he  had  gone. 

Jeanne  merely  shrugged  her  shoulders — ■ 
'  Oh,  nothing.  .  By  the  way,  you  had 
better  tell  Jegu  to  put  a  new  lock  on  my 
door  ;  the  old  one  seems  rather  loose.' 

'  I  suppose  it  was  the  storm  loosened  it,' 
replied  Anne  de  Beuil.  '  It  shook  the  whole 
house.'  And  the  two  women  looked  at  each 
other  for  an  instant,  without  a  muscle  stirring 
on  either  of  their  cold,  impassive  faces. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

WATSON    BEARS   WITNESS. 

At  nightfall  Madame  Ebsen  and  her 
daughter  entered  a  humble  court  in  the 
Avenue  des  Ternes.  It  was  dimly  lighted 
by  the  reddish  glow  of  what  appeared  to 
be  the  lamp  of  a  police  station,  though 
you     read     on     it    the    words    Evangelical 
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Meeting  House.  Outside,  on  the  threshold 
of  two  green-baize-covered  swinging  doors, 
stood  a  man  distributing  little  books, 
pamphlets,  and  hymns,  together  with  pro- 
grammes for  that  evening's  proceedings, 
which  had  begun  when  they  arrived. 

It  was  a  vast  and  lofty  room,  which  had 
once  been  a  workshop,  and  had  not  long 
since  been  transformed  into  a  meeting  house. 
On  the  walls,  under  the  paint,  in  the  places 
on  which  the  garish  lamplight  fell,  you  saw 
the  black  traces  of  the  smithy  chimneys,  and 
the  holes  into  which  the  tool  rack  had  once 
been  fixed.  Inside  this  room  was  the  most 
incongruous  congregation  imaginable,  scat- 
tered  here  and  there  on  forty  or  fifty  long 
benches — respectably  dressed  old  ladies  ; 
foreigners ;  several  clerks  from  Autheman's 
bank  ;  a  few  idlers  attracted  to  the  place  by 
curiosity ;  half-a-dozen  vagabonds  who  had 
thought  it  more  economical  to  sleep  there 
than  at  the  cafe ;  some  working  men  in 
blouses  ;  some  street  sweepers  (the  most 
Lutheran  corporation  in  Paris)  ;  four  or  five 
soldiers,  with  close-cropped  hair  and  very 
red  ears ;  and,  lastly,  the  hired  riffraff  and 
the  beggars,  who  were  paid  by  the  hour 
to  attend  —  dull,  drunken,  brutish-looking 
creatures,  amongst  whom  was  one  wretched 
woman,  surrounded  by  a  swarm  of  ragged 
children  munching  crusts  of  bread. 

Madame  Autheman,  cold  and  majestic 
as  usual,  occupied  a  large  arm-chair  in  the 
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middle  of  the  platform,  close  to  the  gaunt 
figure  of  Anne  de  Beuil,  who  was  solemnly 
beating  time  while  the  congregation  sans:  a 
hymn.  Behind  them  both  was  ranged  a  double 
row  of  Evangelical  capes  and  alpaca  blouses 
from  the  Port-Sauveur  schools,  with  moving 
spots  of  white  in  relief  against  the  dark  back- 
ground wherever  there  were  hymn-books. 

Eline,  who  had  taken  a  seat  beside  her 
mother  at  the  end  of  the  hall,  opened  the 
dainty  programme  she  had  had  given  her, 
and  read  what  follows  . — 

Meeting  of  the   Lady   Evangelists. 
Meeting  House  B,  59  Avenue  des  Ternes. 

1.  Hymn  IV. 

'  The  precious  blood  of  Jesus 
Has  washed  my  sins  away.' 

2.  Address  by  Mme.  J.  Autheman. 

'  Spiritual  sloth.' 

3.  Testimony  of  young  Nicolas,  of  the  Port-Sauveur 

Schools. 

4.  Testimony  of  Watson,  of  Cardiff. 

'  A  night  of  tears.' 

5.  Hymn  XI. 

'  Sinners,  filled  with  guilty  fears, 
Behold  His  wrath  prevailing.' 

She  had  hardly  reached  the  end  of 
this  jargon,  when  they  were  both  asked  to 
move    up    to    the    front    bench.      Madame 
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Ebsen's  vanity  was  not  a  little  tickled  by 
the  invitation.  The  good  soul  was  de- 
lighted at  the  idea  of  being  with  the  old 
ladies  whose  carriages  she  had  seen  drawn 
up  outside  the  door,  behind  the  lady  presi- 
dent's and  the  school  omnibuses  from  Port- 
Sauveur.  She  had  a  weakness  for  titles  and 
fortune  ;  and,  as  she  pulled  her  silk  mantle 
round  her  shoulders,  she  positively  beamed 
on  her  neighbours  like  a  schoolmistress  on 
breaking-up  day.  Eline,  however,  pressed 
as  closely  to  her  as  possible,  to  avoid  notice, 
for  it  disconcerted  her  to  be  sitting  there 
under  the  very  eye  of  the  lady  president. 

The  singing  came  to  an  end,  the  hymn- 
books  closed  automatically,  and,  as  usually 
happens  when  a  congregation  settles  itself 
down  to  listen  for  a  few  moments,  there  was 
much  coughing  and  scraping  of  feet.  At  last 
Madame  Autheman  stepped  forward  to  the 
edge  of  the  platform.  Her  black  hair  was 
neatly  plaited,  and  she  wore  a  well-made 
bonnet  (for  St.  Paul  expressly  forbids  women 
to  preach  or  prophesy  with  their  heads 
uncovered).  She  spoke  of  the  decline  of 
faith  and  the  sluggishness  of  modern  Chris- 
tianity Nay,  were  there  any  Christians  left 
among  the  degenerate  men  and  women  of 
the  present  day  ?  No  one  suffered,  or 
fought,  or  died  for  Christ  now.  A  few  daily 
prayers  said  with  the  lips,  not  the  heart — 
a  little  feeble  devotion — a  mere  matter  of 
custom — this    was    the    easy    sacrifice    our 


IV ATS  ON  BEARS    WITNESS.  137 

selfish    affection    offered    nowadays    to    the 
Lord. 

Eline  recognised  that  ice-cold,  pene- 
trating voice  at  once,  and  it  stirred  her  to  the 
very  depths  of  her  being.  '  She  is  address- 
ing me  ! '  she  thought,  and  she  regretted  that 
she  had  come,  knowing,  as  she  did,  how 
powerful  an  influence  that  woman  had  over 
her. 

.  .  .  '  No,'  continued  the  preacher,  'Jesus 
will  have  none  of  this  lip  service.  He  cares 
not  for  unwilling  Christianity.  What  He 
requires  of  Christians  is  that  they  should  for- 
sake all  greatness,  all  comfort,  all  earthly 
affections,  and  follow  Him,' 

Out  in  the  street  you  heard  the  roll  of 
the  carriages,  mingled  with  the  tinkling  of 
omnibus  bells,  the  moaning  of  tramway 
horns,  and  the  strains  of  the  music  at  a 
low  ball-room  in  the  alley.  But  these  Babel 
noises  did  not  reach  the  ears  of  the  Evan- 
gelist, or,  if  they  did,  disturbed  her  no  more 
than  the  noise  made  by  the  poor  little 
children  nibbling  their  crusts  at  the  end  of 
the  room,  or  the  snoring  of  the  heedless 
sinners  who  had  fallen  asleep.  Calm  and 
erect,  while  with  one  hand  she  wrapped  her 
cape  round  her,  and  with  the  other  held  a 
half  opened  hymn-book,  she  went  on  exhort- 
ing her  hearers  to  free  themselves  from  all 
earthly  ties  and  affections  ;  winding  up  by  a 
Scripture  quotation,  '  Verily  I  say  unto  you, 
there   is   no   man   that  hath   left   house,    or 
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parents,  or  brethren,  or  wife,  or  children, 
for  the  kingdom  of  God's  sake,  who  shall 
not  receive  manifold  more  in  this  present 
time,  and  in  the  world  to  come  life  ever- 
lastine.' 

It  was  quite  refreshing  to  hear  the  sing- 
ing and  the  organ  again  after  the  long,  dis- 
heartening discourse,  which  seemed  to  have 
filled  the  very  air  with  dreariness.  One  of 
the  soldiers  rose  and  left  the  hall  ;  he  had 
had  enough  of  it.  Besides,  it  was  far  too  hot 
under  that  glass  roof.  '  They  ought  really 
to  turn  the  gas  down,'  whispered  Madame 
Ebsen.  '  Yes,  yes,'  irritably  replied  Lina,  who 
had  not  understood  her  mother's  remark ; 
'  it's  in  the  Bible.' 

Suddenly  a  shrill,  vulgar  boy's  voice 
was  heard  on  the  platform,  speaking  with 
the  objectionable  intonation  affected  by  the 
ticket  touts  who  prowl  about  the  Paris 
theatres.  It  was  young  Nicolas,  of  Port- 
Sauveur.  He  seemed  about  fifteen,  had 
hollow  checks,  an  unhealthy  complexion, 
flat,  oily  hair,  and  a  long  blouse.  Every 
word  he  uttered  was  emphasised  by  a  black- 
guardly gesture. 

'  Glory  !  glory  !  The  blood  of  Jesus  hath 
washed  me  clean !  I  was  in  the  service  of 
Satan.  My  soul  was  foul  and  black,  and 
steeped  in  iniquity  ;  yea,  I  shudder  at  the 
enormity  of  my  sins.' 

Here  he  halted  for  a  moment  to  take 
breath,  and   it    looked    as   though    he  were 
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about  to  entertain  the  congregation  with  a 
full  and  particular  list  of  all  the  sins  he 
shuddered  at.  Happily,  however,  he  thought 
•better  of  it.  Had  he  not,  his  hearers  might 
have  had  some  strange  things  told  them,  for 
before  he  entered  the  schools  at  Port-Sauveur 
he  had  been  imprisoned  for  two  years  at  La 
Roquette. 

'  Now,'  he  continued,  '  my  soul  is  filled 
with  joy  and  gladness.  Glory  !  Jesus  hath 
saved  me  even  as  a  brand  from  the  burning. 
He  will  save  you  too,  my  friends,  if  you  will 
but  call  upon  Him!  Oh,  my  sinful  friends, 
do  not  refuse  to  obey  His  voice  when  He 
calls  !     Glory  ! ' 

He  blinked  and  smiled  knowingly  at  the 
old  ladies  on  the  front  bench  while  he  spoke, 
as  if  they  had  been  so  many  old  gaol- 
bird acquaintances  ;  bidding  them  flee  evil 
company  and  give  themselves  up  to  that 
Saviour  whose  precious  blood  could  wash 
away  the  most  grievous  sin  ;  and  then,  with 
a  parting  wag  of  his  long,  lean,  wrinkled  neck, 
he  took  himself  off  to  make  way  for  Watson, 
of  Cardiff. 

On  her  appearance  a  thrill  ran  through 
the  room,  as  though  she  had  been  some  great 
actress  stepping  on  to  the  boards.  This 
Watson  was  the  great  attraction  of  the  even- 
ing, and  her  testimony  had  long  been  waited 
for  by  the  President  and  her  friends.  Eline 
recognised  the  swollen,  tearful  face  and  blood- 
shot eyes  which  peeped  out  from  under  the 
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English  coal-scuttle  bonnet  with  the  red 
ribbons.  They  were  the  same  that  had 
startled  her  at  Madame  Autheman's.  On 
the  morning-  of  her  visit  to  the  bank  Watson 
had  no  doubt  been  rehearsing  her  testimony, 
and  what  anguish  it  had  cost  her  Lina  well 
knew. 

'  She  still  kicks  against  the  pricks,  but  she 
will  be  ready.' 

No.  She  was  not  ready  after  all.  The 
sight  of  the  crowd,  the  gaslight,  the  cruel 
stares  of  all  those  eyes  turned  upon  her 
sorrow  and  her  ugliness,  had  struck  her 
dumb.  Her  poor  bosom  heaved  with  ex- 
citement, and  she  raised  her  hands  in- 
stinctively to  her  throat,  as  ;though  to  rid  it 
of  an  obstacle  that  was  stifling  her. 

'  Watson  ! '  said  a  peremptory  voice. 

The  proselyte  nodded  feebly,  to  explain 
that  she  understood  and  would  obey  ;  but  so 
great  was  the  effort,  that  something  in  her 
throat  actually  seemed  to  snap.  It  was  like 
the  running  down  of  a  clock  chain. 

'  A  night  of  tears ! '  she  began  in  a  low 
tone,  speaking  in  French,  with  an  atrocious 
English  accent. 

'  Louder ! '  exclaimed  the  same  peremp- 
tory voice  as  before. 

Watson  of  Cardiff  started  at  the  com- 
mand, and  dashed  into  her  story  at  once,  still 
speaking  French. 

'  I  have  suffered  for  Jesus,'  she  breath- 
lessly  exclaimed,      '  Yea,    I    have   bled   for 
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Jesus,  and  I  have  come  here  to-night  to 
bear  witness  to  the  power  of  the  Lord. 
Glory  ! ' 

She  would  have  sent  a  Palais  Royal 
audience  into  fits.  The  people  stared  with 
amazement,  and  asked  each  other  what  the 
woman  was  talking  about.  Madame  Authe- 
man  and  Anne  de  Beuil  were  seen  to  take 
counsel  together,  and  then  the  Lady  Presi- 
dent called  out  '  Eline  Ebsen  ! '  beckoning-  to 
her  to  join  her  on  the  platform. 

The  young  girl  looked  at  her  mother  for 
a  moment,  and  hesitated. 

'  I  am  coming.' 

She  obeyed  like  one  in  a  dream,  fore- 
seeing that  she  would  be  asked  to  translate 
Watson's  testimony  to  the  meeting.  '  She  will 
never  have  the  courage,'  thought  her  mother. 
Why,  if  any  one  only  stood  near  the  piano 
when  she  was  playing,  it  unnerved  her. 
How  would  she  dare  to  address  all  these 
people  ? 

But  she  did  dare,  and,  quite  unabashed, 
began  translating  the  proselyte's  story  to 
the  meeting ;  while  Madame  Ebsen,  with  a 
mother's  fond  and  childish  vanity,  looked 
proudly  round  the  hall  to  see  what  im- 
pression her  daughter  was  making. 

Unhappy  mother,  why  do  you  not  look 
at  your  child !  See  what  a  feverish  flush 
mantles  her  cheeks,  and  what  a  fixed,  bril- 
liant light  burns  in  her  eyes,  which  but  just 
now   were   bent  on   the   ground  so  timidly. 
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Ah,  had  you  seen  that,  perhaps  you  would 
have  understood  that  fanaticism  is  catching, 
like  those  nervous  maladies  which  sometimes 
prostrate  a  whole  row  of  hospital  patients 
at  once  ;  and  that  the  dried-up,  haggard 
woman,  standing  by  your  Eline,  and  wither- 
ing her  with  her  hot  breath,  had  already 
communicated  to  her  a  little  of  her  own 
madness  ! 

Terrible  and  tragic  was  this  testimony  of 
Watson.  A  child  of  hers  had  been  drowned 
one  day,  under  her  very  eyes,  almost  in  her 
very  arms.  She  had  fallen  into  a  stupor 
of  sorrow  from  which  for  a  long  time  nothing 
had  been  able  to  rouse  her.  Then  a  woman 
had  come  to  her  saying,  '  Watson,  arise,  and 
weep  no  more.  All  this  sorrow  has  been 
sent  you  by  the  Father  as  a  warning  and 
a  punishment.  Your  heart  was  filled  with 
earthly  affection,  though  it  is  written,  "  Love 
not."  If  this  first  warning  does  not  turn  you 
from  your  sin,  the  Father  will  send  other 
visitations  to  you.  Fie  will  take  away  your 
husband  and  the  two  children  He  has  left 
you.  He  will  smite  you  again  and  again, 
until  you  obey  Him.' 

'  What  must  I  do  ? '  asked  Watson. 

'  Renounce  the  world  and  follow  your 
Heavenly  Master.  Thousands  upon  thou- 
sands of  ignorant  souls  are  enslaved  by 
Satan.  Deliver  them.  Bear  them  the  glad 
tidings  of  salvation,  and  the  lives  of  your 
dear  ones  shall  be  spared,' 
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'  I  will  go,'  said  Watson ;  and,  taking 
advantage  of  her  husband's  absence  from  the 
lighthouse  near  Cardiff,  in  which  he  was  on 
duty  half  of  every  month,  she  left  her  home 
one  night  while  her  children  slept.  Oh,  that 
dreadful,  dreadful  night ! — that  last  watch 
by  her  babies,  who  lay  in  their  tiny  cots 
slumbering  so  peacefully !  And  that  fare- 
well .  when  their  little  arms  clunQ"  round 
her  neck  with  the  pretty,  unconscious  grace 
of  childhood  !  What  tears  she  had  shed 
and  shed  even  now  !  For,  at  the  recollection 
of  her  troubles  they  poured  down  her  poor 
cheeks  ag-ain,  like  streams  of  burning  iava. 
But  with  God's  help,  Watson  had  triumphed 
over  the  Evil  One  ;  and  now  she  was  at  peace 
with  Christ,  happy,  overflowing  with  happi- 
ness. Watson  of  Cardiff  was  saved  !  Glory 
to  God !  Saved  by  the  glory  of  God  in 
Christ  Jesus !  If  her  leaders  bade  her,  she 
would  ascend  to  the  highest  mountain  top, 
singing-  and  bearing-  witness  to  the  truth  for 
Jesus'  sake !     Amen. 

Aye,  it  was  terrible,  indeed,  to  mark  the 
contrast  between  that  living,  agonised  image 
of  despair,  and  the  pious  Hosannah  that 
strove  to  rise  to  Heaven  like  the  last  faint 
twittering  of  a  poor,  wounded  bird. 

When  she  had  ended  her  testimony  she 
stood  for  some  time  rooted  to  the  spot,  un- 
conscious, moving  her  lifeless  lips  as  if  in 
prayer,  though  no  sound  did  she  utter. 

'  Take    her   out,'   said    Madame  Authe- 
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man,  as  the  organ  and  the  choir  began   tin 
hymn — 

'  Sinners,  filled  with  guilty  fears, 
Behold  His  wrath  abiding,' 
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and  the  drowsy  audience  noiselessly  got 
ready  to  go.  They  all  seemed  anxious  to 
escape  from  the  stifling,  hysterical  atmo- 
sphere. When  they  got  out  into  the  open 
air  they  drew  a  long  breath.  Their  eyes 
rested  with  astonishment  upon  the  crowded 
pavement,  the  omnibuses  and  trams  coming 
and  going,  the  carriages  filled  with  people 
riding  down  to  the  Bois  to  enjoy  the  fine 
summer  evening,  and  the  electric  lights  at 
the  Arc  de  Triomphe,  blinding  the  horses, 
and  casting  their  cold,  bright  rays  upon  the 
signboards  and  theatrical  posters. 

Madame  Ebsen,  who  was  still  quite  over- 
powered by  the  success  her  child  had  had, 
and  the  compliments  she  had  been  paid  by 
the  President,  was  in  a  loquacious  mood,  and 
chatted  incessantly  as  they  rumbled  home  in 
the  jolting  omnibus.  But  Eline,  who  had 
taken  the  end  seat,  hardly  said  a  dozen 
words  all  the  way  from  Ternes  to  the  Lux- 
embourg. 

'  Fancy  your  translating  right  off  like 
that,  Linette !  How  proud  Lorie  would 
have  been  if  he  had  only  seen  you  !  .  . 
Wasn't  it  stifling  in  that  room,  though  ? 
And  that  dreadful  Watson  !  To  think  of  her 
forsaking   her    husband    and   children    like 
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that !  Do  you  really  think  God  approves 
of  such  things,  Linette  ? ' 

There  was  something  in  the  tones  of 
her  voice,  while  she  was  speaking,  which  said 
(she  did  not  venture  to  say  it  openly)  that 
she  had  thought  the  whole  strange  ceremony 
cruel  and  absurd.  '  It's  all  nonsense,'  rose 
to  her  lips  more  than  once ;  but  the  cold, 
reserved  manner  of  her  daughter  stopped 
her  each  time  from  uttering  the  words. 
Somehow  they  did  not  seem  to  be  in  sym- 
pathy that  evening.  Instinctively  she  drew 
nearer  to  Eline  and  touched  her  hand.  It 
was  cold  and  heavy. 

'What's  amiss  with  you,  darling  ?  You 
are  quite  frozen.  Why  don't  you  shut  the 
window  ? '  said  she. 

'  Let  it  be,  mother.  It's  very  well  as  it 
is,'  replied  Eline,  in  an  undertone.  For  the 
first  time  in  her  life  her  mother's  affectionate, 
though  empty,  talk  jarred  upon  her.  Per- 
haps the  omnibus  had  unnerved  her.  Those 
noisy,  uninteresting  passengers  that  kept  get- 
ting in  and  out  annoyed  her  beyond  endur- 
ance. It  was  Sunday,  too,  and  the  people 
you  see  about  are  particularly  rough  and 
commonplace  that  day.  Drawing  back  into 
her  corner  she  tried  to  isolate  herself  from 
them  all,  and  return  to  the  mood  she  was  in 
when  they  left  the  meeting 

What  could  have  come  over  Paris  that 
night — over  the  Paris  in  which  chance  had 
willed   she  should  be  born,  and  which  she 
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loved  as  though  it  were  her  own  Fatherland  ? 
The  air  seemed  heavy  with  drunken  songs, 
and  the  cries  of  starving  children,  and  idiotic 
babbling,  and  pestilential  gutter  smells. 

The  luxury  of  the  rich  quarters  they 
passed  through — the  crowded  cafes,  the  men 
and  women  sauntering  to  and  fro  in  the 
garish  gaslight,  wearied  and  disgusted  her 
still  more.  It  was  like  standing  in  the  street 
listening  to  the  music  of  a  masked  ball,  or 
watching  a  swarm  of  flies  dance  round  a 
poisonous  tree  in  the  sunshine.  Oh, 

how  many  souls  there  were  to  save  here ! 
How  glorious  would  it  not  be  to  tell  these 
hungry  pleasure-seekers  of  the  Saviour !  At 
the  very  thought  of  it  something  within 
her  seemed  to  swell  and  bear  her  aloft,  filling 
her  with  the  same  sweet,  powerful  emo- 
tion she  had  felt  while  she  stood  on  that 
platform. 

It  began  to  rain.  An  equinoxial  shower 
swept  over  the  Boulevards,  filling  the  omnibus 
stations  and  doorways  with  affrighted  people, 
who  came  wading  through  the  puddles  like  so 
many  drowning  ants.  Madame  Ebsen  had 
fallen  asleep,  with  her  kindly  face  reclining 
on  her  bonnet-strings,  and  Eline  fell  to  medi- 
tating on  the  selfish  worldliness  of  their  life. 
What  right  had  she  to  despise  other  people  ? 
In  what  was  she  better  or  more  useful  than 
her  neighbours  ?  How  poor  and  petty  was 
the  little  good  she  tried  to  do,  after  all ! 
Surely,  God  asked  more  of  her  than  that. 
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Might  she  not  wear  out  His  patience  some 
day  by  her  indifference  and  sloth  ?  She, 
too,  had  had  her  warning-,  like  Watson ;  for 
Grandmother  had  been  taken  from  her,  taken 
suddenly,  ere  she  had  had  time  to  come  to 
Jesus.  Might  not  a  fresh  blow  be  dealt 
her  ?    .  Her  mother !    .  Oh,  if  her 

mother  were  to  die,  too,  suddenly,  as  Grand- 
mother had  died ! 

Eline  slept  but  little  that  night. 

Instead  of  wearing  off  as  the  days  went 
on  and  she  returned  to  her  workaday  occu- 
pations, the  impression  made  upon  her  that 
evening  deepened  and  grew.  Her  mind  was 
full  of  it  even  when  she  was  giving  her 
English  and  German  lessons  to  the  children 
of  the  wealthy  people  who  had  once  been 
her  mother's  pupils.  Despite  the  kindness 
and  comfort  she  met  everywhere  (and  com- 
fort was  very  grateful  to  her  delicate  nature), 
it  seemed  tedious  to  Eline  now  to  sit  with 
her  little  curly-headed  charges  ;  tedious  to 
see  their  wide  English  collars  and  their  jer- 
seys, with  the  red  anchors  on  them,  ranged 
round  the  school-room  tables.  Their  con- 
stant questions  and  babble  exasperated  her. 
Like  Henriette  Briss,  she  came  to  think  her 
duties  degrading  and  unworthy  of  her  powers. 
And  the  parents,  too  !  How  coarse  and 

frivolous   the   fathers   seemed   to   her ! 
What  wretched  dolls  of  women  the  mothers 

were!     To  be  sure  Baroness  Gerspach  was 

12 
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good  enough  in  her  way — but  so  empty- 
headed.  All  she  thought  of  was  her  hus- 
band's racehorses  ;  and  whenever  you  called 
you  found  her  racking  her  weak  brain  to 
invent  an  attractive  name  for  some  new 
'  crack '  or  other,  unless,  indeed,  she  was  wor- 
rying over  some  fresh  cure — some  wonderful 
powder  or  ointment — for  the  distressing  skin 
disease  of  the  Authemans,  which  plagued  her 
at  each  change  of  the  seasons  now,  as  in 
the  school-girl  days  when  she  was  Deborah 
Becker.  As  soon  as  her  lessons  were  over, 
Eline  found  an  excuse  for  hurrying  away. 
She  never  stayed  to  ddjeuner  anywhere  now, 
preferring  a  cake  and  a  glass  of  iced-water 
at  the  confectioner's  to  the  substantial  meals 
of  underdone  meat  and  heady  port  at  which 
that  odious  Baron,  with  his  double-chin  and 
offensive  smile,  used  to  cut  such  clumsy 
jokes  about  her  coming  marriage. 

She  was  more  at  her  ease  with  the 
Countess  d'Arlot,  who  had  a  little  hotel  in 
the  Rue  Vezelay,  close  to  a  Barnabite  con- 
vent, from  which  it  seemed  to  have  borrowed 
an  odour  of  sanctity  and  incense.  The  luxury 
and  calm  of  the  house,  as  Eline  well  knew, 
hid  a  great  sorrow — a  woman's  tragedy. 
Girls  in  her  position  soon  learn  the  sad 
realities  of  life.  A  few  years  after  her  mar- 
riage to  a  man  whom  she  had  passionately 
loved,  the  Countess  had  had  a  visit  from 
an  orphan  niece  of  hers,  whom  she  herself 
had    educated,    and    one    day    she    had  had 
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proof,  brutal,  shameless  proof,  that  this  niece 
had  once  been,  and  still  was,  her  husband's 
mistress. 

To  save  the  family  name  from  shame 
and  avoid  scandal ;  above  all,  to  spare  her 
daughter  the  pain  of  being  pointed  at  as 
the  child  of  a  woman  separated  from  her 
husband  ;  Madame  d'Arlot  allowed  the  matter 
to  be  hushed  up,  and  remained,  at  least 
apparently,  on  good  terms  with  her  husband, 
treating  him  with  the  politeness  and  defer- 
ence which  people  sometimes  show  an  enemy 
they  are  obliged  to  live  with.  But  she  for- 
got nothing  and  forgave  nothing.  Leaving 
the  governesses  to  take  charge  of  her  child — 
who  had  already  guessed  much  of  the  truth, 
and  whose  little  eyes  at  meal-times  often 
wandered  curiously  and  restlessly  from  the 
over  polite  father  to  the  silent  mother — 
she  steeped  her  soul  in  morbid,  passionate 
Catholicism.  Often  and  often  Madame  Ebsen 
and  Eline  had  remarked  to  each  other  that 
the  poor  Countess  would  have  done  well  to 
give  less  of  her  time  to  the  churches  and 
more  to  her  child,  her  household,  her 
motherly  and  womanly  duties,  which  would 
have  surely  brought  her  comfort  as  real  and 
less  barren  than  those  continual  prayers. 
Eline  understood  her  better  now.  She  no 
longer  reproached  her  for  her  excessive 
piety,  except  in  so  far  as  it  was  selfish  and 
fruitless,  an  earthly  complaint  rather  than  a 
yearning  for  God.     How  different  was  the 
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Christianity  of  a  Jeanne  Autheman  or  a 
Watson ! 

'  Which  way  are  }'ou  going,  Lina  ?  Let 
me  drive  you  home,'  Madame  d'Arlot  would 
say  to  her  when  the  lesson  was  over  ;  and 
as  they  rode  through  the  city  in  the  luxurious 
carriage,  the  Countess  would  sadden  and 
excite  the  girl  by  the  story  of  her  ever- 
present,  cherished  sorrow,  exhorting  her  to 
despise  and  loathe  the  transient  joys  of  this 
world,  and  fix  her  mind  upon  the  bliss  which 
Heaven  alone  could  give.  Sometimes  they 
would  stop  on  their  way  and  enter  a  church. 
Eline  had  no  scruples  about  going  into  a 
Catholic  place  of  worship,  for  the  churches 
of  her  own  faith  were  closed  on  week  days, 
and  any  building  devoted  to  prayer  had 
something  of  the  mystic  fascination  about  it 
which  the  religious  love.  Indeed,  she  found 
she  could  examine  herself  and  commune 
with  God  more  easily  in  the  solitude  of  St. 
Clotilde  than  at  the  crowded  Sunday  ser- 
vices in  the  Rue  Chauchat. 

It  is  quite  a  surprise  to  find  this  Scandi- 
navian church  almost  next  door  to  the 
Hotel  des  Ventes,  in  the  very  heart  of  one 
of  the  most  thoroughly  Parisian  quarters  in 
the  capital.  Nothing  is  more  curious  than, 
on  leaving  the  Boulevards  des  Italiens,  to 
find  yourself  all  at  once  in  a  vaulted  hall, 
coldly  lighted  from  above  through  the  win- 
dow-panes which  cover  half  the  roof,  listening 
to  a  black-robed  minister  preaching  in  harsh, 
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guttural  accents,  which  echo  and  re-echo 
amonost  the  massive  wooden  benches  occu- 
pied  by  the  Swedish,  Danish,  and  Norwegian 
residents  in  Paris ;  white-throated  women 
and  girls  with  luxuriant  plaits  of  yellow 
hair ;  men  with  fair  complexions,  limpid 
eyes,  and  the  beards  of  northern  gods,  who 
eat  rye  bread  sweetened  with  honey,  and 
whose  names  are  all  to  be  found  in  the 
Scandinavian  register  at  the  Cafe  de  la 
Re^ence. 

Eline  had  once  loved  the  peaceful  hours 
she  spent  there  at  the  organ,  accompanying 
the  Danish  hymns  which  told  her  of  her 
fatherland.  Now,  however,  she  was  pre- 
occupied and  absent  as  she  played.  What 
could  God  care  for  hymns  of  praise  sung 
so  mechanically  by  these  indifferent  voices  ? 
Here  was  another  example  of  the  lukewarm, 
conventional  Christianity  which  had  made 
Madame  Autheman  so  indignant.  The 
praying  machines  you  see  in  Japan,  which 
grind  out  prayers  when  you  turn  a  handle 
as  a  hurdy-gurdy  grinds  out  tunes,  had  as 
much  power,  she  thought,  to  touch  men's 
hearts  as  this  kind  of  religion. 

Very  offensive  to  her,  too,  were  the  vain, 
coquettish  young  girls,  with  the  silvery,  flaxen 
tresses,  whom  she  watched  at  church  criticis- 
ing each  other's  dresses ;  and  the  quiet,  kindly 
old  ladies,  with  the  round,  honest  faces,  whom 
she  overheard  exchanging  greetings  in  the 
church  and  asking  each  other  to  their  heavy 
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teas  and  dinners  before  they  were  fairly 
outside  the  sacred  building.  Even  in  the 
sleepy  doorkeeper,  who  looked  so  like  a 
major-domo  as  he  went  round  with  his 
butterfly  net  to  make  the  collection  ;  even 
in  M.  Birk,  the  minister,  with  his  long  locks 
and  languid  sidelong  glances  at  the  wealthy 
ewes  in  the  flock  ;  turn  where  she  would,  even 
in  the  rusty  railings  and  mouldering  pediment 
of  the  church,  she  saw  the  same  signs  of 
sloth  and  indifference.  Nor  could  she  shake 
off  the  conviction  that  Aussandon,  the  vene- 
rable Dean  himself,  whom  she  so  often  saw 
watering  his  garden,  the  man  most  respected 
in  the  whole  community,  who  had  given  so 
many  proofs  of  his  rigid  faith  and  piety,  was 
at  bottom  little  more  zealous  than  the  rest. 
Oh,  this  sloth  of  the  spirit ! 

Not  one  of  her  friends  or  acquaintances 
had  a  suspicion  of  what  was  passing  in  the 
girl's  mind.  Nobody  noticed  how  her  soul 
was  being  slowly  filled  with  one  fixed,  un- 
changeable idea.  Madame  Ebsen  was  quite 
absorbed  by  the  preparations  for  the  approach- 
ing marriage  which  was  to  satisfy  her  dearest 
wishes.  For  would  not  she  have  a  Govern- 
ment official  for  her  son-in-law,  and  would 
not  her  daughter  still  be  near  her  ?  Vainly 
Eline  used  to  say,  '  Wait  a  little  longer 
mother  .  .  we  have  plenty  of  time.'  Her 
mother,  who  had  herself  made  a  sensible, 
matter-of-fact  marriage,  paid  no  attention  to 
the  unwillingness  of  the  bride,  and  went  on 
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calmly  getting  the  trousseau  ready,  rum- 
maging her  own  wardrobes  and  drawers  in 
search  of  some  shawl,  or  brooch,  or  lace, 
which  could  be  turned  to  account  for  Eline. 

'  Look,  Linette,'  she  would  say,  '  here's 
enough  Brussels  for  the  sleeves ;  perhaps  we 
shall  find  some  more  to  go  round  the  neck. 
It  would  make  your  wedding  dress  quite 
stylish.'  Then  she  had  to  run  about  from 
shop  to  shop,  buying  linen  and  crockery  for 
the  two  households  which  were  soon  to  be 
united.  For,  you  see,  it  would  not  do  to 
count  much  on  the  resources  of  the  ground- 
floor  establishment.  Oh,  she  knew  all  about 
it,  for  she  had  been  down  one  day  to  inspect 
it  with  Sylvanire.  It  was  very  like  those  new 
countries  Lorie  spoke  of,  '  Plenty  of  room 
for  every  one,  and  lots  to  be  done.'  Well, 
with  proper  economy,  with  Lina's  lessons 
and  translations,  and  Lorie's  salary,  they 
would  be  able  to  manage,  no  doubt.  Be- 
sides, the  ex-Sous-prefet  had  not  abandoned 
all  hope  of  regaining  the  Ministerial  favour 
yet.  Chemineau  had  hinted  at  something  of 
the  kind  to  the  Baroness.  Only  fancy — if 
they  were  to  be  appointed  to  some  first  class, 
or  even  second  class,  Sous-prefecture,  like 
that  at  Cherchell,  where  they  would  have  a 
great  garden  by  the  sea,  and  horses  and 
carriages,  and,  above  all,  a  drawing-room, 
with  crystal  chandeliers,  for  her  to  help  her 
daughter  to  do  the  honours  in. 

All  these  dreams  Madame  Ebsen  had  to 
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tell  to  Lorie,  who  came  up  every  evening1, 
looking  radiant  at  the  prospect  of  the  bliss  in 
store  for  him.  As  for  Eline,  she  was  only 
too  glad  to  use  Fanny's  lesson  as  a  pretext 
for  escaping  from  all  this  idle,  tedious  chatter 
about  her  marriage.  She  married !  Why 
should  she  marry  ?  While  her  pupil  droned 
out  some  monotonous  recitation,  she  was 
often  far  away  from  her,  in  cloudland,  taking 
no  interest  in  the  child's  progress,  and  very 
little  pleasure  in  seeing  her  seated  in  her 
old  place  on  Grandmother's  footstool,  or  in 
teaching  her  to  knit  and  sew.  All  this  only 
hindered  her  from  doing  the  new  translation 
she  had  undertaken,  the  '  Communings  of 
a  Christian  Soul  with  God.' 

Ever  since  her  youth  Jeanne  Autheman 
had  had  familiar  conversations  with  the 
Saviour.  She  had  noted  them  all  down  in 
this  book  in  the  form  of  question  and  answer. 
J.-B.  Crouzat,  director  of  the  Port-Sauveur 
schools,  had  added  a  preface,  explaining 
that  this  kind  of  communion  with  the  Un- 
approachable, which  to  our  modern  mind 
appears  so  presumptuous  and  mad,  was  per- 
fectly natural  and  orthodox  in  her  whom  he 
called  the  '  Great  Mystic'  '  For  her  soul,' 
he  wrote,  '  was  all  absorbed  in  God.' 

'  Listen,  Linette.  Isn't  this  a  good  idea 
of  Lorie's  ?  He  has  drawn  the  plans  him- 
self There  is  to  be  a  staircase  here, 
and  the  house  is  to  have  two  stories  .  ' 
And,   with   his  eyeglass,    Lorie   pointed   all 
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the  details  out  to  her  on  the  plan  he  had 
sketched  out  in  Indian  ink  during-  his  leisure 
hours  at  the  Ministry 

'  Charming-  \ '  said  Eline,  hardly  turning" 
her  head,  and  burying  herself  once  more  in 
the  forbidding  mystical  effusions  in  which, 
as  with  the  fogs  of  her  native  Lyons,  she  had 
wrapped  the  disappointed  dreams  of  her  girl- 
hood. Then  the  clock  of  St.  Jacques  struck 
ten.  Fanny  put  her  little,  innocent  arms 
round  her,  and  bade  her  '  Good  night,  dear 
Mama,'  in  such  a  pretty  way  that  for  a 
moment  she  almost  reconciled  her  to  the  idea 
of  her  marriage. 

One  afternoon,  as  Madame  Ebsen  sat  in 
the  house  alone,  making  up  her  accounts,  she 
received  a  visit  so  unexpected  and  extra- 
ordinary that  her  spectacles  almost  dropped 
off  her  nose  from  astonishment.  Madame 
Autheman  had  called  to  see  her ! 

Fain  would  the  good  woman  have 
widened  her  humble  ante-room  to  make  a 
passage  worthy  of  the  great  banker's  wife 
and  her  fortune.  This  being  clearly  out  of 
the  question,  it  was  comforting  to  know  that, 
as  usual,  the  drawing-room  was  at  all  events 
in  order,  the  blinds  drawn  down,  the  brass- 
work  on  the  console  table  brightly  polished, 
and  the  arm-chairs  in  their  proper  place,  with 
neat  antimacassars  over  them.  The  worst 
of  it  was  that  she  was  not  quite  so  trim  as 
she  might  have  been  herself.     '  Dear,  dear — 
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what  a  sight  I  must  be,  to  be  sure ! '  she 
thought,  as  she  went  to  the  door  to  let  in  her 
visitor.  '  And  Eline  not  at  home,  too,'  she 
added,  aloud. 

'  We  shall  do  very  well  without  her,' 
replied  Madame  Autheman,  whose  quiet 
smile  contrasted  strangely  with  Madame 
Ebsen's  excitement  ;  as  strangely  as  the 
sober  taste  and  richness  of  her  silk  dress 
and  black  jet  trimming  did  with  that  worthy 
creature's  untidy,  ill-cut  garments. 

'  You  have  come  for  the  translation,  no 
doubt,  Madame  ? '  said  Madame  Ebsen.  '  I 
am  sorry  to  say  Eline  has  not  been  able  to 
finish  it  yet.  The  poor  child  has  only  her 
evenings  free. 

She  went  on  to  tell  her  of  her  daughter's 
hardworking  life  ;  the  lessons  she  gave,  and 
the  long  journeys  she  had  to  make  every 
day  '  She  insists  on  doing  everything, 
Madame.  Directly  I  stir,  she  stops  me  with 
a  "  Go  and  rest,  mother  ;  you  have  done  quite 
enough  work  for  one  lifetime."  She's  a  good 
child,  Madame,  my  Eline.' 

The  two  great  tears  which  trickled  down 
her  cheeks  as  she  spoke  told  the  banker's 
wife  all  that  she  seemed  about  to  ask,  as  her 
piercing  eyes  slowly  took  in  every  detail  of 
the  humble  interior. 

'  How  much  does  your  daughter  earn 
by  her  lessons  ? '  she  inquired,  when  the 
mother  had  ceased  talking. 

'  Oh,  that  depends,    Madame.     You  see 
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we  have  to  take  the  dead  season  and  the 
holidays  into  account.  Very  often  Lina  re- 
fuses pupils,  because,  if  she  accepted  them, 
she  would  be  obliged  to  leave  me  for  a  time 
and  go  into  the  country.  I  should  say  she 
will  make  about  four  thousand  francs  this 
year.' 

'  I  will  give  her  twice  as  much  if  she  will 
devote  herself  entirely  to  my  schools/  said 
Madame  Autheman,  with  a  millionaire's  easy 
disdain  for  money  showing  itself  in  the  tones 
of  her  voice. 

Madame  Ebsen  was  dazzled  by  the  mag- 
nificence of  the  offer.  What  a  Godsend  eight 
thousand  francs  would  be  to  their  household  ! 
was  her  first  thought.  Yet,  on  reflection, 
the  terms  did  not  seem  so  very  brilliant. 
Eline  would  lose  all  her  influential  connec- 
tions if  she  accepted  the  offer.  She  would 
have  to  give  up  the  d'Arlots,  through  whom 
they  hoped  some  day  or  other  to  get  Lorie 
promoted.  No ;  she  felt  sure  her  daughter 
would  not  consent  to  the  arrangement. 
Madame  Autheman  pressed  her  so  hard, 
however,  laying  such  stress  on  the  fatigue 
Eline  had  to  endure,  and  the  dangers  a 
pretty  girl  was  exposed  to  in  tramping 
about  Paris  unprotected,  that  Madame 
Ebsen  at  last  agreed  to  let  her  daughter 
drive  down  to  Port-Sau\reur  three  times  a 
week.  Next,  the  terms  and  the  hours 
were  arranged.  Eline  was  to  lunch  at 
Port  Sauveur,    and    be    home    without    fail 
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by  nightfall.  '  Although,'  said  Madame 
Autheman,  '  if  she  were  delayed  we  could 
always  offer  her  a  room  for  the  night  at 
the  Chateau.'  But  this  Madame  Ebsen 
would  not  hear  of. 

'  Why,'  said  she,  getting  quite  indignant 
at  the  proposal,  '  I  could  never  sleep  a 
wink  if  I    had   not   my  child  near  me ! ' 

On  this  her  visitor  rose  to  go. 

'  You  are  very  much  attached  to  your 
child,   Madame,'  said  she,  gravely. 

'  Very  much,'  replied  the  mother,  moved, 
in  spite  of  herself,  by  the  sad  and  serious 
tone  in  which  the  strange  remark  had  been 
made.  '  Very  much.  I  have  nothing  in  the 
world  to  care  for  now  but  my  Eline.  We 
have  never  been  parted.  We  never  shall 
be  parted !' 

'  I  thought  she  was  on  the  point  of 
marrying  ? ' 

'  Oh,  yes ;  but  we  shall  all  live  together. 
That  was  understood  from  the  very  first.' 

'  I  understand  this  M.  Lorie  does  not 
profess  the  true  faith  ? '  observed  Madame 
Autheman,  when  they  reached  the  landing. 
She  appeared  not  to  attach  any  importance 
to  the  remark,  but,  none  the  less,  it  em- 
barrassed the  good  soul  considerably,  for  she 
knew  something  of  her  visitor's  peculiarities. 

,  'Why,  no — M.  Lorie  is  not  a  Protestant, 
certainly,'  she  was  obliged  to  admit.  '  But 
the  wedding  will  take  place  at  a  Protestant 
church,     Eline  insists  on  it.' 
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By  this  time  they  had  reached  the  bottom 
of  the  stairs. 

'  Good  day  to  you,  Madame,'  said  the 
banker's  wife,  abruptly.  And  before  Madame 
Ebsen,  who  was  quite  out  of  breath,  could 
get  to  the  street  door,  the  carriage  drove  off 
at  a  quick  trot,  depriving  her  of  the  oppor- 
tunity, for  which  she  had  been  longing,  of 
letting  the  admiring  neighbourhood  see  what 
a  fashionable  visitor  she  had  had. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

AT   THE   TOP    OF    THE    HILL. 

'  Erikshald  (near  Christiania). 
'  You  see,  my  dear  Eline,  I  have  taken  your 
advice.  I  have  made  a  desperate  effort  to 
free  myself  from  the  slavish  life  in  which 
the  crumbs  I  earned  always  seemed  so  hard 
to  me.  As  my  body  is,  alas  !  too  weak  to 
do  the  bidding  of  my  spirit,  and  compels  me 
to  languish  outside  the  walls  of  my  beloved 
convent,  I  have  carried  the  pure  and  holy 
fire  that  consumes  me  to  the  sheltering  rocks 
and  fiords  of  my  native  Norway.  I  had  not 
seen  them  for  fifteen  long  years. 

'  You  ask  me  about  my  parting  from  the 
princess.  Well,  it  was  sudden  and  strange 
enough  ;  but  I  might  have  expected  that 
from  a  crotchety  woman  of  her  stamp. 
While  we  were  staying  at  Buda-Pesth,  I  one 
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day  happened  to  meet  one  of  Kossuth's  old 
companions.  An  ardent  patriot,  my  dear, 
a  hero — a  saint — and  though  he  was  miser- 
ably poor,  he  wore  his  wretched  rags  with 
dignity.  Thinking  to  do  him  a  charity  and 
an  honour,  I  made  him  sit  beside  me  that 
day  at  the  hotel  dinner-table.  What  a  scene 
there  was,  to  be  sure  !  All  the  ladies  rose 
and  refused  to  eat  with  a  beggar.  As  if  the 
Divine  Master  who  washed  His  disciples' 
feet  had  not  over  and  over  again  set  us  the 
example  of  humility  !  The  princess  was  the 
most  indignant  of  them  all,  for,  though  she 
affects  to  be  a  Liberal  and  a  Christian,  she  has 
inherited  all  the  despotic  prejudices  of  her 
caste  and  race.  We  had  a  grand  quarrel, 
and  the  end  of  it  was  that  I  found  myself 
in  a  foreign  city  alone  and  penniless,  and 
had  actually  to  get  our  consul  to  send  me 
home  as  a  pauper.  This  would  not  have 
greatly  disturbed  my  soul,  however  (have  I 
not  made  a  vow  of  poverty  ?)  had  I  found 
the  refuge  I  had  hoped  for  here. 

'  Ah,  my  dear,  what  a  disappointment  I 
have  had  ! 

'  At  first  it  seemed  delightful  to  see  the 
little  seaside  village  again,  with  its  wooden 
cottages,  its  simple  church  with  the  pointed 
spire  looking  down  upon  the  blue  waves,  and 
the  cemetery  in  which  the  tangled  weeds 
play  wild  games  of  hide-and-seek  among  the 
thick  strewn  crosses  that  have  been  blown 
and  tumbled  about  so  by  the  wind,     A  fair 
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place  to  pray  and  live  with  God  in,  were  it 
but  untroubled  by  the  folly  and  wickedness 
of  the  poor  human  cattle  who  graze  there. 
Not  one  ray  of  Heaven  shines  in  their  eyes. 
Not  one  of  them  ever  gives  a  thought  to  the 
hereafter.  The  children  play  on  the  little, 
low  cemetery  wall.  The  mothers  sit  beside 
them,  sewing  and  sharpening  their  venomous 
tongues  ;  and  on  the  Sabbath  evenings  the 
pretty  village  maidens  disturb  Death  by  their 
profane  songs  and  dances,  not  scrupling  even 
to  flaunt  their  madcap  skirts  amongst  the 
solemn  tombs  and  crosses  which  cast  their 
lono-  shadows  on  the  moonlit  strand. 

'  But  what  I  saw  at  home  was  sadder  than 
all.  My  old  father  and  mother  greeted  me 
tenderly ;  and  for  some  time  I  watched  how 
they  strove  to  find  something  of  the  child 
they  had  once  known,  in  every  look  and 
speech  and  movement  of  the  woman  who 
had  come  back  to  them.  When  the  first 
excitement  was  past,  however,  and  they  re- 
sumed their  usual  habits,  I  saw  they  had 
failed  to  discover  what  they  were  seeking. 
The  gulf  widened  between  us.  Was  it  I 
had  changed,  I  wonder,  or  they  ? 

'  Old  as  he  is,  my  father,  who  is  a  car- 
penter, has  to  work  hard  for  his  living.  He 
builds  those  birchwood  houses  which  tremble 
beneath  the  weight  of  snow  that  covers  them 
in  the  winter  time.  He  makes  coffins  for 
the  parish,  too— thinking  never  a  pious 
thought  as  he  plies  his  sorrowful  trade. 

M 


162  PORT  SALVATION. 

'  He  sings  coarse  songs  as  he  works,  and 
forgets  the  dreariness  of  his  task  in  drink 
and  pleasures  which  women  weep  over. 
There  is  always  a  bottle  hidden  under  the 
shavings  in  his  shop.  My  mother  has  im- 
plored and  reasoned  in  vain.  Rough  hands 
push  her  away  when  she  pleads,  and  at  last 
she  has  grown  weary  of  submitting  to  insult 
and  cruelty.  The  degrading  example  before 
her  eyes  has  corrupted  her.  .  .  She  has 
ceased  to  be  a  woman  and  a  mother.  She  is 
a  slave. 

'  I  know  these  confessions  offend  you,  my 
dear,  and  that  you  think  it  impious  of  me 
to  be  so  clear-sighted.  But,  as  I  told  you 
long  ago,  Eline,  I  have  cast  off  earth  and 
been  born  anew  in  God.  I  have  rid  myself 
of  merely  human  sentiment.  Listen  till  you 
reach  the  end  of  this  domestic  drama.  Yes- 
terday morning,  as  I  sat  in  the  little  room — ■ 
a  kind  of  cell  with  plain  wooden  furniture — ■ 
in  which  I  take  refuge  often  when  I  wish  to 
pray,  and  meditate,  and  write,  and  prostrate 
myself,  oh  Christ,  before  Thy  guiding 
Cross,  through  the  thin  partition  which  shut 
me  off  from  the  next  room,  I  heard  my  father 
ask  my  mother  harshly  "  what  she  had  come 
home  for,  if  she  would  neither  sew,  spin,  nor 
help  in  the  housekeeping." 

'  "  Go  and  ask  her,"  he  added.  "  Go  and 
ask  her."  And  presently  my  mother  stole 
in  gently,  looking  very  much  perplexed,  as 
she   always    does,    and   chided    me   for   my 
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idleness.  My  sisters,  she  said,  were  all 
married.  One,  the  youngest,  was  in  service 
at  Christiania,  and  always  managed  to  send 
part  of  her  wages  home  to  help  her  parents. 
Now  that  my  health  had  improved  I  ought 

really  to  to  .      I  did  not  give  her 

time  to  finish.  Taking  between  my  hands 
the  worn  old  face  which  had  once  been  so 
dear  to  me,  I  kissed  it  and  bathed  it  with 
the  last  tears  I  shall  ever  shed  over  it. 

'  What  will  become  of  me  now  that  my 
parents  have  cast  me  out  ?  I  want  so  little, 
too,  to  keep  me  from  starvation.  I  have 
been  offered  a  place  at  St.  Petersburg. 
More  teaching  —  more  humiliation  and 
slavery  !  Well !  what  does  it  matter,  after 
all  ?  This  trial  of  family  life  has  convinced 
me  that  I  have  died  to  the  world — to  my 
family  as  well  as  all  else.  My  heart  is 
closed  to  earth,  Eline,  and  human  feeling 
will  never  again  find  a  place  in  it.' 

•  •  t  •  •  • 

Eline  received  this  letter  from  Henriette 
Briss  one  night  on  her  return  from  Port- 
Sauveur.  She  read  it  at  the  table  on  which  the 
two  covers  were  laid  facing  each  other,  with 
the  bouquet  between,  which  Madame  Ebsen 
never  failed  to  put  in  her  darling's  glass  to 
show  that  this  daily  meal  they  took  together 
was  to  her  a  daily  feast.  She  stood  there 
motionless,  waiting  for  her  mother,  without 
even  taking  off  her  hat  and  gloves,  look- 
ing fixedly  at  this  open  letter  which  was  full 
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of  the  very  same  ideas  she  had  instilled  into 
her  daily  at  the  schools.  For  though  the 
phrases  they  used  differed,  both  religions 
preached  the  same  doctrine  of  death,  and 
abnegation,  and  human  nothingness.  What 
fatality  had  prompted  Henriette  Briss  to 
join  her  sorrowful  voice  just  then  to  Jeanne 
Autheman's  ? 

The  door  opened,  and,  as  her  mother 
entered,  she  slipped  the  letter  into  her 
pocket,  well  knowing  what  Madame  Ebsen 
wyould  think  of  it.  What  was  the  use  of 
arguing  when  no  agreement  was  possible  ? 
How  could  she  confess  that  (though  indeed 
she  was  not  yet  able  to  say  that  she  had  cast 
off  earth)  she  had  begun  to  see  that  there 
were  duties  higher  and  holier  than  those 
we  owe  our  parents,  and  that  Henriette's 
blasphemy  had  ceased  to  shock  her ! 

'  Dack  already,  Linette,'  said  Madame 
Ebsen.  '  I  did  not  hear  you  come  in.  I 
was  downstairs  with  Sylvanire.  Have  you 
been    home   long  ?  Come,    dear,    take 

your  hat  off.' 

Eline  seemed  so  weary,  so  languid,  as 
she  carelessly  took  off  her  hat,  and  seated 
herself  at  table  without  even  looking  in 
the  glass  to  smooth  her  hair ;  she  ate  so 
little  during  the  meal,  and  answered  the 
tender  questions  put  her  so  abstractedly, 
that  her  mother  grew  quite  uneasy.  They 
were  dining  (as  they  always  did  in  summer) 
close  to  the  open  window  looking  on  to  the 
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garden  ;  and  as  they  sat  there  the  noisy 
twittering  of  the  birds  bidding-  farewell  to 
the  sunset  was  wafted  in  to  them. 

'  Why,  M.  Aussandon  has  his  grand- 
children with  him  to-day! '  exclaimed  Madame 
Ebsen.  '  It  must  be  rather  tiring:  for  the 
poor  man.  I  suppose  Madame  Aussandon 
is  away  They  say  the  Major  is  to  be 
married  soon,' 

This,  by  the  way,  was  a  mere  invention 
of  the  good  woman's  ;  a  device  she  had  hit 
upon,  hoping  to  find  out  whether  a  touch  of 
sentiment  did  not  still  linger  at  the  bottom  of 
Eline's  heart.  She  had  been  very  cold  to 
Lorie  for  days  past,  but  the  indifferent  '  Ah  ! ' 
with  which  she  answered  her  mother's  glance 
set  her  mind  at  rest  on  that  score.  No. 
It  could  not  be  that. 

Madame  Ebsen  grew  more  and  more 
anxious.  She  looked  at  her  daughter's  eyes. 
They  were  hollow  and  had  bluish  circles 
round  them.  Her  face  was  losing  its 
youthful  freshness,  and  her  chin  had  become 
strangely  pointed.  Something  extraordinary 
must  be  troubling  the  child.  What  could  it 
be  ?  Suppose  she  put  her  a  few  questions 
about  her  experience  at  Port-Sauveur  ? 

'  So  the  schools  are  quite  close  to  the 
Chateau,  and  the  only  walk  you  get  is  from 
one  to  the  other  ?  You  don't  take  exercise 
enough,  my  dear.  It  is  really  too  tiring  for 
you  to  sit  there  for  five  hours  at  a  time 
without  stirring  .  .  .  Well,  I    hope  you    go 
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to  see  Maurice  at  the  Lock  now  and 
then  ? ' 

No,  she  had  not  been.  Then  Madame 
Ebsen  burst  into  loud  laments  about  the 
poor  boy,  who  had  been  a  great  deal 
neglected  while  the  joyous  preparations  for 
the  marriage  had  been  going  on.  '  His 
father  fancies  he  can  read  up  for  his  n?val 
examinations  better  down  there.  For  my 
part,  I  can't  think  why  he  shouldn't  study  at 
home  just  as  well.  Ah,  my  child,  how  much 
good  you  will  be  able  to  do  in  your  new 
home !  There's  a  noble  task  waiting  for  a 
true  and  earnest  woman  there.' 

Earnest  indeed,  for  nothing  seemed  able 
to  rouse  her  from  the  indifferent  torpor  (or 
was  it  only  weariness  ?)  which  kept  her  linger- 
ing: at  table  in  a  reverie  long  after  the  meal 
was  finished,  with  her  eyes  steadily  fixed 
upon  the  same  golden  spot  of  sky  beyond 
the  trees. 

'  Shall  we  go  for  a  stroll,  child  ?  It  is 
so  fine  out  of  doors,  and  we  could  take 
Fanny  with  us.' 

At  first  Eline  would  not.  On  her 
mother  pressing  her,  however,  she  consented, 
with  an  '  If  you  wish  it.  Let  us  go,'  uttered 
in  the  tone  of  one  who  comes  to  a  £>rave  and 
important  decision. 

On  these  fine  summer  evenings  the  end 
of  the  Luxembourg  Garden,  bordering  on 
what  used  to  be  the  Pepiniere,  with  its 
shrubberies    and    formal    espaliers,    and    its 
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Japanese  clematis  with  the  trailing  foliage 
and  purple  bells,  its  clumps  of  hot-house 
yuccas  and  cactuses,  and  its  gleaming  white 
statues,  looks  like  a  trim,  green,  freshly- 
watered  park.  Here  you  have  none  of  the 
dust  and  noise  of  the  grreat  avenues  or  the 
Boulevard  St.  Michel.  The  sparrows  hop 
about  the  grass  undisturbed,  and  take  their 
r.hare  of  the  crumbs  the  children  throw  to 
the  blackbirds. 

The  people  from  the  neighbouring  streets 
who  frequent  these  winding  alleys  and  stare 
at  the  model  beehive,  are  very  different  from 
those  you  meet  on  the  terraces  at  the  other 
end  of  the  garden.  Here  come  quiet 
shopkeepers  and  family  parties,  and  women 
with  sewing  or  books  in  their  hands,  who 
turn  their  backs  to  the  gravel  walks  and 
sit  with  their  faces  towards  the  grass  till 
the  last  ray  of  daylight  has  faded.  Here, 
too,  come  old  gentlemen  with  their  noses 
buried  in  newspapers,  and  troops  of  merry 
children  who  run  races,  and  little  girls,  with 
babies,  who  have  been  brought  here,  though 
it  is  so  late  in  the  day,  because  their  mothers 
are  not  home  yet  from  their  work  to  take 
care  of  them. 

When  he  had  found  Madame  Ebsen  a 
seat  in  front  of  some  of  her  favourite  flags, 
Lorie  asked  Eline  to  take  a  stroll  with  him. 
She  consented  with  feverish  eagerness,  though 
usually  she  tried  to  avoid  being  alone  with 
her  lover.       The  poor  fellow  was  overjoyed. 
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He  looked  quite  proud  and  young  again  as 
they  walked  round  the  English  Garden 
in  which  other  couples  (betrothed,  perhaps, 
like  themselves)  were  lounging.  He  made 
her  so  many  pretty  speeches,  that  he 
never  noticed  how  very  silent  the  girl  was  ; 
or,  if  he  noticed  it  at  all,  only  set  it  down 
to  modesty,  natural  enough  now  that  the 
wedding  day  was  so  near.  Yes  ;  though 
the  exact  day  had  not  been  fixed  yet,  it 
had  been  settled  that  they  should  be  married 
during  the  next  vacation,  when  the  departure 
of  Eline's  pupils,  and  the  closing  of  the 
colleges,  would  allow  them  leisure  for  setting 
up  housekeeping.  During  the  next  vacation 
— and  they  were  in  the  month  of  July 
already. 

Ah  !  how  full  of  hope  and  sunshine  that 
July  appeared  to  Lorie !  It  dazzled  and 
blinded  him  like  the  windows  that  reflected 
the  sunset  over  yonder,  in  the  direction  of 
the  Boulevard,  and  formed,  as  it  were,  a 
golden  horizon. 

'  Go  and  play  in  front  of  us,'  said  Eline, 
sharply,  as  Fanny  came  to  her  side  to  walk 
with  her.  The  child  obeyed,  and  wTent  back 
to  the  swallows  that  skimmed  along  the  path, 
and  the  chirping  sparrows  that  hopped  about, 
almost  under  the  very  feet  of  the  loungers, 
or  made  sudden  darts  from  the  shrubberies 
to  the  statues,  audaciously  stopping  from 
time  to  time  to  rest  on  the  mane  of  Cain's 
Lion,  or  the  uplifted  finger  of  Diana.     The 
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daylight  waned.  The  purple  shadows  began 
to  lengthen.  Eline  watched  them  silently 
for  some  time,  and  suddenly  exclaimed — 

'  I  heard  something  to-day  which  pained 
me  very  much.  It  seems  that  Maurice  is 
preparing  for  his  first  communion.' 

Maurice  had  just  written  home  to  say 
that  he  was  studying  his  catechism  at  Petit- 
Port  with  the  cure,  who  was  enchanted  at 
the  idea  of  having  one  communicant  at  least 
in  his  church  that  year.  But  why  should 
that  pain  Eline  ? 

'  You  should  have  told  me  of  the  matter,' 
she  continued,  severely.  '  I  should  never 
have  agreed  to  it.  If  I  am  to  be  the  mother 
of  your  children,  and  guide  them  through 
life,  they  must  be  of  my  own  religion — the 
only  true  faith.' 

Could  this  hard,  imperious  voice  be 
Lina's — the  voice  of  the  charming  o'irl  with 
the  placid  smile  ?  Could  it  be  Lina  who 
harshly  bid  the  child  begone  when  she  ran 
up  to  them,  wondering  at  their  changed  looks 
and  manner  ?  The  whole  garden  seemed 
to  be  transformed  and  grow  indistinct,  as 
the  sunshine  faded  out  of  the  distant 
windows  and  the  twilight  darkened.  A 
feeling  of  melancholy  stole  over  Lorie  at  the 
idea  of  having  to  oppose  the  cold  decision 
of  Eline.  However,  he  protested  feebly. 
She  must,  he  said,  surely  be  too  sensible  not 
to  understand  that  it  was  a  case  of  con- 
science.    The    children    had     been    brought 
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up  as  Catholics  by  their  mother,  and  the 
most  ordinary  respect  for  the  dead  woman 
enjoined .     But  she  stopped  him,  drily. 

'  You    must   choose    between   us.  I 

could  not  pledge  my  life  to  you  if  we  are 
to  have  constant  quarrels  about  our  creeds.' 

'  Oh,  Eline !  Surely  our  love  will  help 
us  to  disregard  such  things  ? ' 

'It  is  a  question  of  Faith,  and  there  is 
nothing  more  important  than  our  Faith.' 

Now  nightfall  had  come.  The  birds 
had  ceased  to  twitter  in  the  bushes.  The 
few  stragglers  who  were  still  in  the  garden 
began  to  make  their  way  slowly  to  the  one 
gate  that  remained  open  ;  and,  as  the  last 
reflected  ray  died  away  from  the  windows, 
from  afar  they  heard  the  roll  of  the  drum, 
giving  the  signal  for  departure.  All  that 
Lorie  seemed  to  see  of  Lina  was  her  two 
great  eyes,  and  even  these  he  hardly  recog- 
nised— they  were  so  fixed  and  hard. 

'  I  shall  say  no  more  about  the  matter,'  she 
remarked  ;  '  you  know  my  conditions  now.' 

Fearing  they  had  lingered  too  long,  the 
mother  joined  them  with  Fanny.  '  We 
must  go  home,  I'm  afraid,'  said  she.  'What 
a  pity !  It's  such  a  beautiful  evening.'  She 
had  the  talking  to  herself,  though,  all  the 
way,  while  they  two  walked  slowly  homeward 
side  by  side ;  together,  and  yet  so  far  from 
one  another,  so  divided. 

'  We  shall  see  you  presently,  of  course  ? ' 
said  Madame  Ebsen,  when  they  reached  the 
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foot  of  their  staircase.  Lorie  went  in  with- 
out daring  to  make  any  answer,  and  let  the 
child  take  her  books  upstairs  alone  for  her 
lesson.  She  came  down  very  soon  after, 
sobbing  her  little  heart  out. 

'  I'm  n — n — not  to  have  any  more 
lessons,  Mademoiselle  says.  Mademoiselle 
won't  be  my  mama  any  more.  Oh  dear ! 
oh  dear ! ' 

Sylvanire  took  her  in  her  arms  and 
carried  her  off  to  her  bedroom,  choking  with 
grief. 

'  There,  there,  dear  .!  don't  cry  like  that. 
Don't  now,  don't !  I  won't  leave  you  if  she 
does  ;  mind  you  that.'  The  nurse  embraced 
her  effusively,  and  gave  her  a  sounding  kiss 
in  the  joy  she  felt  at  getting  back  her  child. 
She  foresaw  the  rupture  as  she  had  foreseen 
the  love. 

Next  moment  in  came  Madame  Ebsen  in 
great  agitation. 

'  My  poor  Lorie  !  what  can  it  mean  ? ' 
she  exclaimed. 

'  She  told  you  all,  I  suppose  ? '  answered 
Lorie.  '  How  can  I  agree  to  the  thing  ?  If 
it  only  concerned  myself,  I  might  perhaps 
consent ;  for  I  love  her  so,  there  is  nothing 
I  would  not  do  to  please  her.  .  But  the 
children !  Knowing  what  their  mother's 
wishes  were,  I  cannot  .  I  have  no  right. 
.  .  How  could  she  be  so  cruel  to  poor 
Fanny,  too  ?  she  has  not  left  off  crying  yet ! 
Hark!' 
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'  Eline  is  crying,  too,  upstairs.  She  has 
locked  herself  into  her  bedroom  so  that  I 
shall  not  have  a  chance  of  speaking  to  her. 

.  Would  you  have  believed  it  ?  .  .  To 
shut  me  out,  when  we  have  never  kept  a 
secret  from  each  other  ' 

Stirred  to  the  depths  of  her  sluggish  but 
tender  nature,  the  good  woman  repeated  the 
same  words  over  and  over  again.  '  What 
can  be  the  matter  with  her  ?  What  can  be 
the  matter  with  her?'  Her  daughter  had 
quite  changed  of  late.  She  had  given  up 
playing  and  reading — cared  nothing  for  the 
things  that  had  once  amused  her !  It  was  hard 
enough  even  to  Qfet  her  to  gro  out  for  a  walk  ! 

'  I  had  to  force  her,  almost,  to-night ! 
She's  getting  quite  pale,  and  eats  hardly 
anvthinp".  Her  Grandmother's  death  must 
be  preying  on  her  mind.' 

'  Port-Sauveur  and  Madame  Autheman, 
more  likely,'  said  Lorie. 

'  Do  you  really  think  so  ?  ' 

'  Yes  !  I  feel  sure  it's  that  woman's  doing. 
It's  she  that  is  robbing  us  of  our  Lina  ! ' 

'  You  may  be  right  .  .  yes,  you  may 
be  right.  They  were  so  rich,  though,  and 
paid  so  well,'  added  Madame  Ebsen.  See- 
ing, however,  that  the  lover  shook  his  head 
at  all  her  arguments,  she  ceased. 

'  Well,  well  !  it  will  all  come  right,  I 
dare  say,'  she  remarked,  clutching  at  the 
straw  of  hope  she  found  in  wilfully  shutting 
her  eyes  to  her  misfortune. 
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All  that  night  and  the  next  day,  while  he 
sat  at  his  desk  doing  his  mechanical  clerk- 
work,  Lorie  remained  firm  in  his  resolve  not 
to  give  way.  His  work  consisted  in  open- 
ing all  the  papers  and  cutting  out  every 
article,  paragraph,  and  line  in  which  the 
Minister  was  spoken  of,  adding  the  name  of 
each  print  to  the  extracts  on  the  margin. 
He  was  so  absorbed  by  the  drama  of  his 
own  life  that  particular  morning,  that  he  did 
his  business  rather  more  hastily  than  usual, 
in  order  that  he  might  finish  several 
drafts  of  letters  he  intended  to  write  Lina. 
And  it  was  not  easy  to  write,  with  the  cackle 
and  laughter  of  his  fellow-clerks  disturbing 
him  every  minute.  He  had  done  one  to  his 
satisfaction,  however,  when  in  the  afternoon 
he  was  summoned  to  his  Director's  office. 

Chemineau  had  left  some  time  before. 
Continuing  his  rapid  rise,  the  ex-Prefet  of 
the  province  of  Algiers  had  been  promoted 
to  the  control  of  another  department,  and 
there  was  some  talk,  it  appeared,  of  making 
him  Prefet  de  Police. 

'  Chemineau  's  tjoinsf  ahead  ! '  said  the 
clerks,  when  they  discussed  him. 

In  his  stead  there  reigned  an  apoplectic 
official  who  worked  himself  into  a  terrible 
rage  when  his  subordinate  entered  the  room. 

'  I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing ! '  he  ex- 
claimed. '  Have  you  no  respect  for  his 
Excellency  the  Minister  ?  ' 

'  I  ?     No  respect  ?'  murmured  Lorie. 
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'  Yes,  you  Sir,  no  respect ! '  shouted  the 
Director.  '  You  actually  take  the  liberty  of 
making  abbreviations,  Sir !  Mon.  Univ.  for 
Monitetir  Universcl,  Sir  !  Did  you  imagine 
his  Excellency  would  understand  what  you 
meant?  No,  Sir.  His  Excellency  couldn't 
understand,  and  didn't  understand.  It  was 
not  his  business  to  understand',  Sir ! 
My  fine  friend  of  the  16th  of  May,  you  had 
best  be  careful.' 

It  was  like  trampling  on  a  man  when  he 
is  down.  Lorie  went  back  to  his  desk  dazed 
and  disheartened,  saying  to  himself  that  he 
should  lose  his  lucky  star  with  his  Lina. 
On  reaching  home  he  was  greeted  by  the 
news  that  Fanny  had  eaten  nothing  since 
morning,  and  had  been  standing  all  day 
waiting  for  Mademoiselle  to  come  in.  And 
Eline  had  not  turned  her  head  at  the  child's 
cry  of  '  Mama  !  mama  ! ' 

'  It  Avas  cruel  of  her  not  to  do  that,'  said 
Sylvanire,  indignantly.  '  The  little  one  might 
have  fallen  ill  of  sorrow.  I  was  thinking, 
M'sieu,'  she  added,  with  some  hesitation, 
'  that  if  Monsieur  had  no  objection,  it  would 
do  her  good  to  go  down  for  a  time  to  her 
brother  at  the  Lock.  The  fresh  air  would 
soon  set  her  right.' 

'  As  you  like,  as  you  like,'  replied  Lorie, 
dejectedly. 

After  dinner  he  retired  to  his  room  to 
console  himself  with  a  little  letter-sorting. 
He  had  not  done  any  for  a  long  while  past, 
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and  the  dust  on  the  cardboard  boxes  lay  so 
thick,  that  it  had  become  no  easy  matter 
to  find  anything,  despite  the  multitudinous 
labels  and  endorsements  which,  following  the 
example  of  the  Service,  he  had  adopted  for 
the  classification  of  his  private  documents, 
however  unimportant  they  were.  Do  what 
he  would,  though,  his  thoughts  persisted  in 
wandering  to  a  room  overhead  on  the  first 
floor,  in  which  he  heard  the  quiet  move- 
ments of  his  pitiless  Eline,  as  she  walked 
from  the  window  to  the  table,  or  from  the 
piano  to  Grandmother's  seat.  In  every  corner 
of  the  bare,  cheerless  room  he  sat  in,  he  saw 
a  corresponding  corner  of  the  well-furnished, 
pleasant,  sociable  room  above  him.  He  fell 
to  thinking,  poor  man,  and  his  heart  bringing 
pressure  to  bear  upon  his  conscience,  before 
long  he  found  himself  casting  about  for  com- 
promises— subterfuges.  After  all,  what  she 
asked  was  reasonable  enough.  One  pious 
bond  to  unite  herself,  her  husband,  and  her 
children  before  the  same  God.  For  it  would 
appear  there  were  several  of  these  Gods. 
Besides,  the  State  recognised  both  religions. 
A  great  point,  that,  for  a  functionary.  Even 
looking  at  the  matter  purely  with  a  view  to 
his  children's  welfare — where  would  they 
find  a  more  tender,  sensible,  or  motherly 
mother?  If  he  gave  up  this  match  they 
would  never  have  any  one  but  a  servant  to 
take  charge  of  them.  He  had  no  anxiety 
on  the  score  of  Maurice.     His  future  was 
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happily  settled,  thanks  to  his  vocation — but 
there  was  Fanny.  He  saw  her  before  him 
again  as  she  appeared  on  her  arrival  from 
Algeria.  A  poverty-stricken,  humble-looking 
child  with  coarse  red  hands,  and  a  coarse 
shawl  like  Sylvanire's.  ...  In  his  distress 
and  pain  he  evoked  the  memory  of  his  dear 
wife.  '  Help  me  !  counsel  me  ! '  he  cried. 
But  he  cried  to  the  dead  woman  in  vain,  for 
he  could  no  longer  see  her  image.  In  its 
place  there  always  rose  the  fair,  young, 
tempting  face  of  Eline  Ebsen.  She  had 
stolen  from  him  even  the  memory  of  his 
first  happiness.     Ah,  cruel  Lina  ! 

The  letter-sorting  did  not  make  much 
progress  that  evening.  Lorie  left  it  at  last 
and  went  to  the  open  window.  A  light 
shone  at  Aussandon's  window  on  the  oppo- 
site side  of  the  garden  ;  and  through  the 
panes  he  saw  the  figure  of  the  Dean  bent 
over  his  desk.  He  had  never  spoken  to  the 
old  man,  though  he  had  often  exchanged 
bows  with  him  as  they  passed  each  other. 
A  tall  and  upright  old  man,  for  all  his 
seventy-five  years,  his  white  hair,  and  the 
curly  white  beard  which  framed  his  kind  and 
intellectual  face.  Madame  Ebsen  had  often 
told  him  the  story  of  his  noble  life.  Indeed, 
he  knew  it  almost  by  heart. 

He  was  a  Cevenal  mountaineer — a 
peasant — this  Aussandon.  Ambition  had 
he  none  ;  and  had  he  been  alone  in  the 
world,  he  would  never  have  left  his  first  cure 
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at  Mondarclier,  in  the  Mezenc  country,  his 
blackstone  church,  his  vines,  flowers,  and 
bees,  all  of  which  he  loved  to  tend  in  the 
intervals  of  rest  his  religious  duties  left  him. 
For  he  tended  his  flock  and  his  crarden  with 

o 

equal  care,  finding'  sermons  in  seeds,  and 
sowing  good  seed  in  the  pulpit. 

On  Sundays,  after  the  village  church 
service,  he  preached  on  the  mountain-side 
to  the  shepherds,  and  woodcutters,  and 
cheesemakers.  Three  wooden  steps  formed 
the  rude  pulpit  that  had  been  raised  for  him 
on  the  heights  far  above  the  pines,  and 
the  chestnuts,  and  the  meadowlands,  where 
nothing  grew  or  lived  but  the  flies.  His 
finest  sermons  (so  grand  and  yet  so  simple) 
were  addressed  to  this  poor  congregation, 
within  sight  of  a  pastoral  landscape  which 
civilised  humanity  seemed  never  to  have 
visited ;  where  the  tinkling  bells  of  the 
grazing  cattle  scattered  about  the  slopes 
alone  replied  to  the  voice  of  the  preacher. 
Aussandon  never  lost  the  fresh  and  lofty 
accents  he  brought  away  from  the  moun- 
tain ;  and  it  was  to  them,  to  his  unpolished 
eloquence  and  free  use  of  patois  imagery, 
that  he  owed  a  great  part  of  the  fame  he 
won  later  on  when  he  came  to  preach  in 
Paris.  When  his  sermon  was  ended,  he 
often  dined  in  a  hut,  off  a  frugal  dish  of 
chestnuts,  and  descended  afterwards  to  the 
village  escorted  by  a  whole  tribe  of  people 
singing  hymns.     Sometimes  a  terrible  storm 
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would  burst  over  them.  One  of  those  storms 
in  which  the  thunder  rolled  above  him  and 
the  lightning  played  about,  his  feet,  as  it 
played  about  the  feet  of  Moses  on  Sinai. 

He  would  gladly  have  lived  unknown 
for  ever  in  his  rustic  home,  but  Madame 
Aussandon  refused  to  hear  of  it.  This 
terrible  little  woman  was  the  daughter  of  a 
neighbouring  tax-gatherer.  She  was  a  trim 
and  active  village  maid,  blooming  as  a 
peach,  with  sparkling  eyes,  a  projecting  chin, 
and  lips,  showing  a  row  of  long,  sharp  teeth, 
very  suggestive  of  a  goodnatured  watch-dog 
that  would  keep  a  firm  grip  if  once  it  got 
hold  of  a  morsel.  She  ruled  her  husband, 
stirred  up  his  ambition,  and  worried  him  a 
good  deal — in  his  own  interest  partly,  and  still 
more  in  the  interest  of  their  numerous  pro- 
geny. First  she  had  him  appointed  to  a  cure 
at  Nimes,  which  he  left  for  Montauban,  and 
at  length  they  both  came  to  Paris.  His 
wisdom  and  his  eloquence  were  his  own  ;  but 
it  was  Goody  (as  he  called  her  when  she 
was  very  obstinate)  who  made  him  known 
to  the  world,  and,  by  so  doing,  in  his  own 
despite  made  his  name  and  fortune. 

She  had  to  be  economical  for  both  of 
them ;  for  in  the  village  Aussandon  gave 
away  his  whole  substance.  His  linen  and 
clothes  all  went  to  the  poor,  and  he  had 
been  known  to  throw  the  fuel  on  his  own 
hearth  out  of  the  window,  when  his  wife  had 
gone  out  and  taken  the  key  of  the  wood- 
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cellar  with  her.  She  brought  up  her  eight 
sons  hardly ;  but  you  never  saw  a  hole  in 
their  boots  or  breeches.  Wherever  she  went 
she  took  her  sewing  and  knitting  with  her, 
and  stitched  away  as  she  walked  or  talked, 
or  rode  in  a  diligence  to  see  her  children  after 
they  had  been  scattered  about  at  school  in 
every  direction.  She  expected  every  one  to 
be  as  active  as  herself,  so  her  husband  got 
no  peace  till  he  had  settled  and  married  the 
eight  boys  in  various  places  in  France  and 
abroad.  A  nice  number  of  tiring,  fashionable 
funerals  and  weddings  he  had  had  to  attend 
ere  he  effected  his  purpose. 

Pastor  Aussandon  soon  reached  a  posi 
tion  apart  from,  and  superior  to,  the  rival 
orthodox  and  liberal  branches  of  the  Re- 
formed Church.  Indeed,  the  worthy  man 
had  much  more  work  and  glory  than  he 
quite  liked.  Often  he  sighed  at  the  thought 
of  the  leisure  and  liberty  he  had  enjoyed  in 
the  days  when  he  preached  on  the  hillside 
at  Mondardier.  At  last,  however,  he  was 
appointed  Lecturer  of  the  Faculty  of  Theo- 
logy. Then,  and  not  till  then,  his  wife 
allowed  him  a  little  rest.  He  gave  up  every- 
thing but  his  lectures,  and  resumed  the  calm, 
meditative  life  he  had  lived  in  the  Mezenc 
country.  '  At  the  top  of  the  hill  at  last ! ' 
he  would  sometimes  say,  as  he  pondered 
over  the  many  moral  privations  and  hard- 
ships he  had  bravely  endured  before  he 
attained    his   later   comfort    and    happiness. 

N  2 
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His  only  troubles  now  were  those  separa- 
tions from  his  dear  tyrant,  who  every  now 
and  then,  old  as  she  was,  would  go  off  sud- 
denly to  see  one  of  her  boys.  No  distance 
or  fatigue  daunted  the  plucky  old  lady. 
Sometimes  it  was  Paul,  the  major,  who  saw 
her  appear  unexpectedly  in  the  camp  at  the 
Autumn  manoeuvres,  eagerly  deciphering 
the  numbers  of  the  battalions  and  com- 
panies, as  she  wandered  from  tent  to  tent 
in  search  of  him.  Sometimes  it  was  from 
the  engineer  at  Commentry  that  she  drew 
an  amazed  exclamation  of,  '  Why,  I  declare 
it's  you,  mother ! '  as  he  saw  her  stepping 
out  of  a  miner's  cage  at  the  mouth  of  some 
dingy  shaft,  and  hurriedly  ran  forward  to 
her  assistance. 

Madame  Aussandon  was  away  from 
home  now,  or  the  Dean  would  certainly  not 
have  been  working  so  late  at  the  open 
window.  He  was  calmly  and  thoughtfully 
preparing  his  next  day's  lecture.  Seeing 
he  was  alone,  something  prompted  Lorie  to 
go  across  to  him.  He  had  only  to  walk  to 
the  other  side  of  the  garden.  A  gentle  tap 
at  the  door,  and  in  a  moment  he  found  him- 
self in  a  comfortable  study,  with  piles  of 
unbound  books  ranged  round  the  walls,  and 
a  large  portrait  of  Madame  Aussandon  over 
the  desk,  seeming  to  watch  and  smile  upon 
the  labours  of  her  excellent  husband. 

Lorie  told  him  the  object  of  his  visit  at 
once,  and  as  simply  as  possible.     He  wished 
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to  be  converted  to  the  Reformed  faith  with 
his  children.  In  fact  he  had  been  thinking 
of  it  for  some  time  past,  and  now  the  matter 
pressed — pressed.  What  should  he  have 
to  do? 

Aussandon  quieted  him  with  a  smile  and 
a  wave  of  the  hand.  He  had  better  send 
the  children  to  the  Sunday  school.  Lorie 
himself,  however,  would  have  to  investigate 
his  new  faith  thoroughly  ;  to  study,  meditate, 
and  compare  ;  to  learn  to  see  and  judge 
things  with  his  own  eyes,  as  the  religion  of 
light  and  truth  permitted,  nay,  commanded 
men  to  do.  He  would  give  him  the  address 
of  a  brother-minister,  for  he  was  over  weary 
and  old  himself  to  undertake  to  convert  him 
(though  indeed  you  would  never  have  im- 
agined it  had  you  heard  how  ably  and  elo- 
quently he  spoke  to  this  weak,  vacillating 
Lorie).  Yes,  very  old  and  weary.  He  was 
at  the  top  of  the  hill. 

A  moment  of  embarrassed  silence  fol- 
lowed. Lorie  turned  his  head  aside,  half 
regretting  the  step  he  had  taken,  and  the 
Dean  looked  down  at  the  blank  sheet  in 
front  of  him,  in  search  of  inspiration. 

'  You  are  doing  this  for  Eline's  sake,  are 
you  not  ? '  said  he,  after  a  short  pause. 

<  Yes.' 

'  Does  she  exact  it  of  you  ? ' 

'  She  does,  or  the  people  who  are  behind 
her  do.' 

•  I  know.     I  know,' 
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He  knew.  He  had  seen  Madame  Authe- 
man's  carriage  stop  in  front  of  the  door  that 
day,  and  knew  what  intrigues  the  woman 
was  capable  of.  If  Goody  had  not  forbidden 
him,  he  would  have  put  the  mother  on  her 
guard  long  since.  Even  now,  reading  to 
the  very  bottom  of  Lorie's  heart  as  he  did, 
he  was  sorely  tempted  to  speak  out.  '  Ay, 
well  do  I  know  Jeanne  Autheman,'  thought 
Aussandon.  '  A  woman  who  breaks  hearts 
and  ruins  homes.  A  pitiless,  unfeeling 
woman.  Wherever  she  goes,  tears,  sepa- 
rations, and  sorrow  follow  her.  Warn  her 
mother,  for  you  are  not  the  only  person  who 
may  suffer.  Tell  her  to  take  Lina  away  at 
once — at  once.  Tear  her  from  the  clutches 
of  this  ghoul,  this  living  corpse,  this  de- 
vourer  of  souls.  .  .  There  may  be  time 
yet.' 

Aussandon  thought  all  this,  but  he  dared 
not  say  it,  for  fear  of  the  little  old  lady  on 
the  wall  in  front  of  him,  who  stood  so  bolt 
upright  in  her  frame,  and  checked  his  im- 
pulse with  that  cautious  look  of  hers,  threat- 
ening to  spring  at  him  like  a  watchdog  if  he 
let  one  imprudent  syllable  escape  him. 
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CHAPTER   X. 

THE   RETREAT. 

Deje<jner  at  Port-Sauveur  was  as  grave  and 
regular  an  affair  as  all  the  other  business  of 
the  day  in  the  Chateau.  Punctually  at 
eleven  every  morning,  after  the  banker's 
departure,  Jeanne  Autheman  gathered  the 
staff  of  her  pious  institution  about  her.  Each 
had  his  or  her  appointed  place.  At  the 
head  of  the  long  table  sat  the  Lady  Pre- 
sident, having  on  her  right  Anne  de  Beuil, 
and  on  her  left  J.-B,  Crouzat,  the  school- 
master, a  hollow-cheeked  man  with  a  short 
stubbly  beard,  a  narrow  forehead,  and  glassy 
blue  eyes,  in  which  lurked  a  fanatical  fire. 
He  was  a  Charentais,  who  had  been  training 
for  Holy  Orders  under  Aussandon's  direc- 
tion, when  one  day  a  friend  of  his  took  him 
to  hear  the  Evangelist.  He  went  away  in  a 
state  of  spiritual  excitement,  very  like  that 
produced  on  many  devout  women,  especially 
the  more  aristocratic  ones,  by  certain  white- 
robed  Dominican  preachers.  In  his  case, 
however,  the  impression  made  was  lasting. 
It  was  five  years  since  he  had  left  his  friends 
and  family,  sacrificed  his  ambition  and  his 
future,  for  this  humble  schoolmaster's  place 
which  brought  him  close  to  Jeanne.  In  the 
country  round  about  he  was  popularly 
supposed  to  be  her  lover.     It  was  the  only 
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way  in  which  the  coarse,  dull  rustics  could  ac- 
count for  the  fervour  with  which  the  disciple 
hung  upon  the  lips  of  the  apostle.  But  the 
Evangelist  had  never  had  a  lover.  The 
only  words  of  passion  ever  spoken  by  that 
pure,  clenched  mouth  were  ftozen  into  ever- 
lasting crystal  on  the  shores  of  the  Mer  de 
Glace. 

Facing  the  Charentais  sat  Mademoiselle 
Hammer,  the  schoolmistress,  a  doleful 
creature,  who  spoke  very  seldom,  always  had 
her  eyes  cast  down,  and  answered  all  ques- 
tions by  a  melancholy  '  Yes,'  which  ex- 
pressed both  resignation  and  approval. 
There  was  a  crushed  look  about  her  whole 
person.  Her  stooping  shoulders,  and  the 
flat  little  nose  in  the  centre  of  her  white  face, 
seemed  to  have  all  the  weight  of  original  sin 
pressing  upon  them.  Indeed,  her  sense  of 
man  and  woman's  unworthiness  was  so  over- 
whelming that  she  was  wholly  useless  for 
proselytising  purposes,  and  hardly  dared  to 
teach  the  little  schoolchildren. 

On  Sundays  the  seat  at  the  foot  of  the 
table  was  reserved  for  Pastor  Birk.  On 
week-days  the  girl  or  boy  pupil  who  had  the 
highest  marks  for  Scripture  recitation  was 
privileged  to  fill  it.  The  education  at  Port- 
Sauveur  was  exclusively  religious.  All  the 
lessons  taught  were  taken  from  the  Gospels, 
the  copybook  texts,  and  the  picture  alpha- 
bets included.  So  great  a  faith  had  Jeanne 
Autheman  in  the  Testament,   that  she.  be- 
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licved  in  its  power  over  neophytes  even 
when  it  was  read  without  understanding-. 
So  do  the  sick  Arabs  believe  in  the  efficacy 
ot  the  passages  from  the  Koran  which  they 
bind  round  their  foreheads.  It  was  melan- 
choly to  hear  the  little  peasants  drawling 
and  stammering  out  the  verses  of  the  most 
wonderful  of  Books,  as  they  held  it  in  their 
hot  and  dirty  hands,  and  sullied  it  with  tears 
wrung  from  their  laziness. 

Young  Nicolas,  the  boy  from  the  Re- 
formatory at  La  Roquette,  was  perhaps  the 
best  example  of  the  results  obtained  by  this 
system  of  education.  He  nearly  always 
occupied  the  seat  of  honour  opposite  the 
President.  He  knew  the  whole  of  the  New 
Testament,  and  a  good  part  of  the  Old,  by 
heart.  He  had  the  four  Gospels  pat,  and 
was  no  less  familiar  with  Deuteronomy,  the 
Psalms,  and  the  Epistles.  At  every  turn 
he  quoted  half-articulate  texts  from  one  or 
the  other,  unconsciously,  as  though  he  had 
been  a  phonograph.  Great  and  silent  was 
the  admiration  of  his  hearers  at  the  spectacle. 
God  surely  spoke  by  the  mouth  of  this 
youth  !  And  what  a  mouth  it  had  been  ! 
What  blasphemy  and  curses  it  had  uttered 
only  three  years  before  in  that  prison  ! 
Could  there  be  a  more  striking  or  miraculous 
proof  of  the  good  done  by  the  Evangelical 
schools  ?  Even  though  a  iew  sinful  stains, 
such  as  falsehood,  prevarication,  and  gluttony, 
still  clung  to  Nicolas,  and  though  you  might 
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often  witness  the  edifying  sight  of  good  and 
evil  contending  for  victory  in  his  badly- 
whitewashed  conscience,  and  though  the 
purifying  influence  of  Ecclesiastes  was  some- 
times powerless  to  check  his  love  of  garnish- 
ing his  conversation  with  gaol-bird  slang. 

Eline  Ebsen's  place,  when  she  lunched  at 
the  Chateau,  was  next  to  this  phenomenon. 
Every  one  knew  her  story,  and  had  heard  of 
the  impious  marriage  she  was  meditating. 
Nor  was  it  a  secret  that,  though  the  leaven 
of  salvation  had  begun  to  work,  the  evil  had 
so  far  been  too  much  for  it.  Only  the  un- 
tiring patience  and  sweetness  of  Madame 
Autheman  would  have  persevered  in  the 
face  of  such  wicked  rebellion.  Anne  de 
Beuil  would  have  had  the  stubborn  witch 
scourged  and  driven  out  of  the  temple  by 
the  whole  pack  of  them  long  ago.  '  Get  you 
gone  to  your  master  Satan,  if  you  will  burn 
in  hell ! '  she  would  have  said.  And  so 
would  no  doubt  have  said  J.  B.  Crouzat. 

Eline  instinctively  felt  she  was  amongst 
enemies.  Nobody  talked  to  her,  or,  but  for 
an  occasional  glance  of  anger  and  contempt, 
even  thought  it  worth  while  to  look  at  her. 
She  cowered  under  the  eye  of  the  silent 
verger  who  waited  on  them,  and  bowed  her 
head  in  mute  acknowledgment  of  her  in- 
feriority to  the  saintly  persons  round  her. 
And  yet,  in  the  very  dreariness  of  the 
ddjcuners  at  Port-Sauveur  ;  in  the  conventual 
simplicity  of  the   dishes — the    boiled    meat, 
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the  watery  vegetables,  the  stewed  prunes  ; 
in  the  solemnity  of  the  great  table  at  which 
they  sat  at  such  a  distance  from  each  other ; 
there  seemed  to  be  a  gravity  and  sanctity 
which  touched  her  religious  feeling  almost  as 
though  she  had  been  a  sinner  watching  the 
Last  Supper  of  the  Lord  Himself.  She 
loved  the  conversation  she  heard,  though  she 
was  not  suffered  to  take  a  part  in  it ;  and 
delighted  in  listening  to  the  strange,  mystic 
words  with  which  it  was  sprinkled — words 
symbolic,  such  as  vine,  tent,  and  flock — 
abstract  words,  such  as  trial,  expiation,  the 
wind  of  the  desert,  and  the  breath  of  the 
Spirit.  And  she  grew  to  take  an  interest  in 
a  number  of  things  of  which  the  names  con- 
veyed hardly  any  idea  to  her  when  they 
were  mentioned ;  the  Mission,  the  Work- 
women, the  mysterious  Retreat  (in  which 
she  had  so  far  not  set  foot),  and  the  religious 
news  of  the  people  in  the  neighbourhood. 

'  I  am  pleased  with  Gelinot ;  the  Spirit 
has  moved  him,'  Anne  de  Beuil  would  say. 
Her  piercing  eye  was  everywhere.  Or  else, 
'  Baraquin  is  going  astray  again.  He  has 
not  come  to  church  for  a  month !  '■ — which 
naturally  suggested  a  savage  diatribe  against 
bad  Christians,  renegades,  and  sinners  who 
wallowed  in  their  iniquity  like  filthy  swine. 
Eline  guessed  that  the  delicate  hint  was 
meant  for  her  ;  and  yet  surely  it  was  difficult 
to  find  any  analogy  between  the  biblical 
animal    and    this    gentle,    shamefaced    girl, 
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whose  very  ear-tips  blushed  at  the  remark 
beneath  the  wealth  of  fair  soft  hair  that 
covered  them. 

'  Anne  !  Anne  ! '  sometimes  exclaimed 
Madame  Autheman,  '  drive  not  the  sinner 
to  despair ; '  chiding  the  bigot  with  the 
infinite  tenderness  of  Jesus  rebuking  Simon 
the  Pharisee.  Then  in  the  same  calm  tone 
she  would  address  them  at  such  length  and 
so  persuasively,  that  J.-B.  Crouzat  swelled 
with  repressed  enthusiasm,  while  poor  Eline 
lost  herself  in  a  golden  mystic  dream  of 
glory,  in  which  she  longed  to  disappear  and 
be  annihilated,  like  an  ephemera  in  the  sun- 
shine. 

How  comes  it,  then,  that  this  child  who 
weeps  and  blushes  when  the  blackness  of  her 
sin  is  shown  her — this  girl  who  seems  so 
sensitive  and  pliable — still  refuses  to  commit 
herself  to  a  decisive  course  ?  For  a  full 
month  she  has  come  to  Port-Sauveur,  and 
the  President  marvels  that  she  has  not  yet 
succeeded  in  converting  her.  Can  Anne  de 
Beuil  be  right  ?  Is  the  Evil  One  to  snatch 
away  a  soul  which  might  be  so  precious  to 
the  Mission  ?  Madame  Autheman  has 
almost  begun  to  think  this  must  be  the 
case ;  and  when  one  morning,  on  entering 
the  Refectory  as  usual  precisely  at  eleven, 
she  sees  no  Eline  standing  humbly  at  her 
place  waiting,  she  says  to  herself,  '  It  is  all 
over ;    she  will   not   come  any  more.'     Jusf 
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then,  however,  the  door  opens  and  the  girl 
walks  in  looking-  flushed  and  tearful,  but, 
strange  to  say,  though  she  is  late,  in  no  way 
disconcerted.  She  quietly  explains  that  she 
has  been  delayed  a  quarter  of  an  hour  at 
Choisy  by  an  accident  on  the  line,  takes  her 
seat,  and  asks  the  verger  for  the  bread. 
When  the  conversation  is  resumed,  she  joins 
in  it  as  naturally  and  easily  as  possible, 
talks  of  tents,  and  vines,  and  flocks  like  the 
rest  of  them,  till  she  hears  the  harsh  voice  of 
Anne  de  Beuil  exclaim  : 

'  Who  can  those  people  at  the  Lock  be  ? 
A  big  brazen  hussey  came  down  yester- 
day with  a  little  girl.  .  They  say  she  is 
the  sister  of  that  boy  Maurice.  More  fish 
for  the  cure  to  fry.' 

At  this  Eline  grows  pale  indeed,  and 
her  eyes  fill  with  tears.  Fanny,  her  little 
Fanny  there,  so  near  to  her !  As  she  bends 
her  head  over  the  table  in  fancy  she  sees  her 
dear  delicate  face  again,  and  the  ribbon  that 
bound  up  her  silky  hair,  the  darling!  .  . 
But  what  is  this  gaol-bird  next  her  saying  ? 

'  The  bloke  at  the  Lock,  do  you  mean  ? 
Oh,  crikey !  What  a  devil  of  a  hunt  I  had 
after  the  kid  this  morning ! '  exclaims  a 
voice  at  her  elbow,  to  the  scandal  and  con- 
sternation of  that  saintly  gathering. 

It  is  Satan  speaking  by  the  mouth  of 
Nicolas.  The  unhappy  wretch  seems  dis- 
mayed himself  by  what  he  has  said,  and 
his  face  gets   as    purple   and   convulsed   as 
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though  something  had  gone  clown  the  wrong 
way  and  was  choking  him.  Breathlessly 
they  watch  every  phase  of  the  dreadful 
struggle  between  the  spirits  of  good  and 
evil.  At  last  the  young  scamp  recovers, 
heaves  a  deep  sigh,  drinks  a  whole  glass 
of  wine  off  at  a  gulp,  and  bursts  into  a 
verse  of  the  Psalmist :  '  My  soul  shall  be 
satisfied  as  with  marrow  and  fatness  ;  and 
my  mouth  shall  praise  Thee  with  joyful  lips.' 

Hallelujah !  Satan  has  been  overthrown 
again. 

A  murmur  of  gratitude  runs  round  that 
saintly  table  ;  and,  as  the  twelve  o'clock 
train  rushes  by,  all  rise  and  fold  their  nap- 
kins, glorifying  the  Almighty ! 

'  Is  it  really  true  ?  Are  you  in  earnest  ? 
Oh,  my  dear  child,  let  me  kiss  you  for  the 
joyful  news ! ' 

Cold,  rigid  Jeanne  Autheman  was  press- 
ing Eline  excitedly  to  her  heart.  '  Come 
and  tell  me  all  about  it,'  said  she,  turning 
towards  the  little  drawing-room.  When  they 
reached  the  door,  however,  a  thought  struck 
her,  and  she  exclaimed,  '  No,  not  here.  Let 
us  gfo  to  the  Retreat.' 

'  To  the  Retreat  !  What  an  honour, 
Lina !' 

Anne  de  Beuil  stopped  her  mistress  on 
the  sunlit  staircase  to  tell  her  that  Baraquin 
was  waiting  to  see  her. 

'  You  must  attend  to  him,'  replied  Ma- 
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dame  Autheman  ;  '  I  have  not  time  to.'  And 
with  a  quiet  laugh,  she  whispered,  '  She  is 
saved,'  as  she  walked  away  leaning  on  Eline's 
arm,  leaving  her  acolyte  to  interrogate  the 
old  bareee,  who  had  risen  from  the  bench 
he  was  sitting  on,  and  now  stood  holding 
his  cap  in  one  hand,  and  scratching  his 
hard,  round,  perspiring  skull  with  the  other. 

'  Baraquin,'  said  Anne  de  Beuil,  '  why 
have  you  given  up  coming  to  meeting  ? ' 

'  Why,  yer  see,  M'mselle,  this  is  how  it 
is  .  .  .,'  began  the  bargee,  casting  a  regret- 
ful look  at  the  black  dress  that  was  vanish- 
ing in  the  distance  ;  for  he  knew  it  would 
have  been  much  easier  to  tackle  the  Evan- 
gelist than  this  old  stager. 

'  Why,  yer  see,  Madame  Autheman's  reli- 
gion 's  as  good  as  another,  I  s'pose,  and 
there  ain't  no  cure  can  say  mass  right  off 
straight  better  nor  she  does.  .  .  But,  yer 
see,  the  old  man's  got  a  lot  of  children  as 
go  to  the  other  church,  and  they  falls  foul 
of  their  old  father.  So  I  thought  as  how 
I'd  go  to  mass  at  Juvisy  just  t'  oblige 
them.  And  somehow  all  those  candles  and 
saints  and  the  Blessed  Virgin  made  me 
feel  queer  like,  and  I  thought  as  how  I'd 
go  again.' 

It  was  not  the  first  time  Baraquin  had 
tried  this  game  in  the  hope  of  getting  forty 
francs  or  so,  and  a  new  coat.  But  Anne  de 
Beuil  was  not  to  be  imposed  on.  Nothing 
could  have  been  more  comical  than  to  see 
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the  two  peasants  bargaining  about  the  price 
of  that  battered  old  soul  (it  would  have  been 
dear  at  any  price),  as  if  they  were  at  Sceaux 
market.  What  a  triumph  for  the  cure, 
thought  Anne,  if  Baraquin  returned  to  the 
Catholic  Church  !  However,  she  pretended 
to  let  him  go,  without  giving  him  anything, 
and  watched  him  hobble  down  the  steps 
groaning  and  coughing,  and  bent  almost 
double  with  rheumatism.  When  he  was 
half-way  down  she  called  him  back. 

'  Baraquin ! ' 

'  Beg  pardon  ? ' 

She  led  him  up  the  three  steps  and  into 
the  little  green  drawing-room.  As  they 
passed  young  Nicolas,  who  had  been  a 
silent  onlooker  of  the  whole  scene,  the  old 
man  gave  him  a  wink,  and  the  edifying 
youth  instantly  rolled  out  an  appropriate 
text :  '  I  have  caused  thine  iniquity  to  pass 
from  thee,  and  I  will  clothe  thee  with  change 
of  raiment'  No  sooner  was  he  alone  a^ain 
than  he  threw  aside  his  hypocritical  mask, 
and,  sticking  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
lounged  away  over  the  bridge,  whistling, 
and  looking  as  vicious  and  blackguardly  a 
young  gaol-oird  as  vou  could  have  wished  to 
meet. 

Although  a  month  had  elapsed  since 
Eline  first  came  to  Port-Sauveur,  all  she 
knew  of  the  estate  was  the  flower-garden, 
Gabrielle's   staircase,  and    the   long   avenue 
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leading  to  the  church  and  the  white  school 
buildings.  Madame  Autheman  had  usually- 
chosen  the  avenue  for  those  long  talks  in 
which  she  had  striven  to  convert  her,  and 
show  her  what  must  be  the  consequences 
of  the  sinful  marriage  she  was  pledged  to. 
'  God  will  smite  you  in  your  mother  and  in 
your  children.  Your  face  shall  be  foul  with 
weeping,  even  as  Job's  was.' 

The  poor  girl  had  resisted,  pleaded  her 
plighted  troth,  asked  pity  for  the  motherless 
children  ;  and  often  she  had  gone  home  half 
but  not  quite  persuaded,  and  shattered  by  emo- 
tion, only  to  begin  the  same  sad  walk  a  few 
days  later,  up  and  down  the  fragrant  avenue, 
under  the  overarching  branches  in  which  the 
birds  sang  and  the  sunlight  danced,  casting 
bright  rays  athwart  the  path  ;  rays  which 
they  swept  away  with  their  black  skirts  as 
they  walked  on,  while  the  Evangelist  spo*ke 
of  death  and  redemption,  and  Lina  felt  all 
hope  of  happiness,  all  will,  ooze  from  her 
open,  bleeding  veins. 

This  time  Madame  Autheman  took  her 
further  than  usual.  They  crossed  the  park 
with  its  stiff  groups  of  trees  and  well-kept 
paths ;  and  the  Dutch  garden  beyond  it, 
with  the  quaint  clipped  box,  and  the  yews 
cut  into  the  likeness  of  vases,  colonnades,  and 
porticoes,  round  which  twined  ivy  and  acan- 
thus. Jeanne  said  nothing.  She  walked  on, 
leaning  on  the  arm  of  the  neophyte ;  and 
nothing  broke  the  solemn  silence  of  Jeanne's 
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initiation  but  the  rustle  of  the  dresses  and 
the  occasional  snap  of  the  twigs  which,  with 
her  instinctive  love  of  order,  the  Lyonnaise 
could  not  refrain  from  pruning  as  she  passed, 
wherever  they  broke  the  regularity  of  the 
hedges. 

They  stopped  at  a  rusty  gate,  which 
Jeanne  Autheman  opened.  On  the  other 
side  of  it  the  grounds  grew  more  wild  and 
rustic.  Long  grassy  avenues  stretched  away 
to  right  and  left.  Clustering  birches  shivered 
on  the  skirts  of  the  purple,  heathclad  glades  ; 
birds  chirped  and  sang  in  the  bushes  ;  and 
the  mossy  oaks  and  beeches  seemed  hoary 
with  age.  At  last,  in  the  middle  of  a  clear- 
ing, they  saw  a  real  Swiss  pinewood  chalet, 
with  a  wooden  staircase  outside  it  and  tiny 
window-panes,  and  verandahs,  and  a  sloping 
roof,  with  heavy  stones  upon  it  to  enable  it 
to  resist  the  mountain  storms.  This  was 
the  Retreat. 

In  the  early  days  of  her  married  life 
Jeanne  had  had  this  pious  refuge  built  for 
her,  far  from  the  Refinery  and  the  house 
of  wickedness,  in  memory  of  Grindelwald 
and  of  her  first  communings  with  the  Lord. 
When  the  Mission  was  founded  it  was  here 
she  brought  her  workwomen — the  elect  who 
were  to  spread  the  Gospel,  after  they  had 
been  prepared  for  their  noble  work  by  some 
months  of  probation  spent  under  her  eyes. 
Downstairs  was  a  low,  gloomy  room  known 
as  the  Prayer  Hall,  that  set  one  thinking  of 
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the  middle  deck  of  one  of  those  Mission 
ships  which  carry  the  glad  tidings  to  the 
English  whalers.  Here  they  were  taught 
to  preach,  and  here  Madame  Autheman,  or 
J.-B.  Crouzat,  gave  them  instruction  in  sing- 
ing and  theology.  The  rest  of  their  time 
was  devoted  to  solitary  meditation,  till  the 
day  came  when  Jeanne  declared  them  worthy 
to  go  out  into  the  world,  and  kissed  them 
on  their  foreheads,  bidding  them,  in  the 
wrords  of  the  Bible,  '  Go,  work  to-day  in  my 
vineyard.' 

And  they  went,  poor  creatures,  generally 
to  some  great  manufacturing  centre  like 
Lyons,  Lille,  or  Roubaix,  where  sin  works 
most  havoc,  and  the  souls  of  men  are  black 
as  the  skins  of  negroes — black  as  the  narrow 
town  alleys  or  the  coal-stained  soil  of  the 
place.  They  took  up  their  abode  in  the 
heart  of  the  faubourgs,  and  began  their 
labours,  teaching  children,  according  to  the 
admirable  method  of  P.S.,  during  the  day, 
and  preaching  the  glad  tidings  in  the  even- 
ing. But  the  vineyard  was  hard  and  stony — 
the  vintage  far  from  abundant.  Almost 
everywhere  they  preached  to  cold  and  scanty 
audiences,  enduring  the  coarse  mockery  and 
insults  of  the  working-men  who  came  to  hear 
them,  and  suffering  much  from  the  petty 
persecution  of  the  local  authorities,  against 
whom,  at  that  distance  from  Paris,  even  the 
influence  of  the  Authemans  was  often  power- 
less   to    protect    them.      Nothing    daunted, 
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however,  and  full  of  faith,  they  went  on 
sowing'  the  good  seed.  For  though  faith  be 
no  bigger  than  a  grain  of  mustard  seed,  it 
will  grow  and  bring  forth  fruit  in  the  hardest 
heart.  Sincere  they  must  have  been,  or  they 
would  never  have  resigned  themselves  to 
such  lonely  lives  for  the  pittance  of  a  hun- 
dred francs  a  month  doled  out  to  them  by 
Madame  Autheman.  They  broke  all  affec- 
tionate ties  asunder  as  indifferently  as 
Madame  Autheman  pruned  away  the  super- 
fluous twigs  on  her  hedges.  Though  no 
convent  walls  surrounded  them,  they  lived 
like  nuns,  yielding  obedience  with  the  same 
meekness,  starting  on  a  journey  or  changing 
their  place  of  residence  at  a  moment's  notice, 
and  returning  to  the  Retreat  every  year  to 
ask  fresh  strength  of  Jesus. 

Now  and  then  a  workwoman  met  an 
honest  man  on  her  road,  and  married.  One, 
and  one  only,  ran  off  with  the  money  that 
was  to  have  been  used  for  paying  her  rent, 
and  clothing,  and  helping  her  to  redeem 
souls.  As  a  rule  they  grew  attached  to  the 
cause,  devoted  their  whole  energies  to  it, 
and  became  mystical  to  the  point  of  ecstasy 
— ay,  and  madness.  They  caught  the  preach- 
ing and  proselytising  craze  which  sometimes 
spreads  to  a  whole  nation,  as  it  did  thirty 
years  ago  in  Sweden,  when  the  public  squares 
and  country  roads  were  filled  with  visionaries 
and  prophetesses. 

Pretty  girls  like  Eline  Ebsen  were  rare 
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amongst  Madame  Autheman's  workwomen. 
Nearly  all  were  old,  sickly,  or  deformed  ; 
neglected  spinsters ;  wretched  wrecks  of 
womanhood  ;  happy  enough  to  find  a  shelter 
in  any  port,  and  give  God  the  love  which 
had  been  scorned  by  man.  This  was,  all 
things  considered,  the  one  good  point  in  the 
Mission — which  was  utterly  un-French,  and 
would  have  been  ludicrous,  but  for  the  heart- 
breakings  and  tears  it  too  often  had  to 
answer  for.  Watson,  the  lighthouse  man, 
saw  nothing  ludicrous  in  it,  believe  me,  as  he 
trimmed  his  lamp  and  sighed,  '  Where  is  she 
to-ni^ht !  W7hat  are  the  little  ones  cloinQ"  ? ' 
Nor  did  it  seem  ludicrous  to  the  hostess  of 
the  '  Famisher,'  as  she  went  about  her  noisy 
auberge  in  deep  mourning,  and  sobbed  over 
her  cooking  at  the  thought  of  her  crazy 
husband  and  her  dead  child. 

Poor  little  Damour,  so  good  and  sweet  as 
she  was,  too !  With  her  mother's  unsuspect- 
ing consent  she  had  been  taken  away  to  the 
schools  by  Madame  Autheman,  and  thence 
removed  to  the  Retreat.  What  with  the 
sermons,  the  music,  and  the  contemplation 
of  death — for  death  was  continually  set 
before  her,  as  a  thing  to  hope  for  or  to 
dread  —  she  soon  grew  mortally  wretched 
and  wasted  away.  She  was  but  a  child,  you 
see,  and  pined  for  the  free,  fresh  country 
air.  '  Let  me  go  home,'  she  said.  '  I  am 
sick  of  this  life.'  But  Anne  de  Beuil  scolded 
and  threatened  her,  and  forbade  her  to  stir 
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from  the  building.  Not  long  after,  the 
neophyte  fell  into  a  singular  state  of  weak- 
ness, interrupted  by  violent  nervous  attacks, 
and  visions,  in  which  she  saw  the  mysteries 
of  heaven  and  hell,  the  tortures  of  the 
damned  and  the  joy  of  the  elect.  These 
visions  alternately  filled  her  soul  with  bliss 
ecstatic  and  overwhelmed  her  with  terror. 
She  preached  and  prophesied,  this  peasant 
girl ;  and  often,  rising  bolt  upright  in  bed,  her 
emaciated  frame  seemed  convulsed  by  in- 
ternal pain,  and  she  shrieked  so  loudly  that 
you  heard  her  all  over  the  park.  '  I  used  to 
stand  outside  and  listen,'  said  the  unhappy 
mother  afterwards.  For  under  the  pretext 
that  excitement  would  be  dangerous  for  the 
child,  they  contrived  to  keep  her  mother  away 
from  her,  until,  at  last,  she  was  unable  to  re- 
cognise any  one.  The  agony  had  begun,  mute 
and  spasmodic,  as  in  cases  of  tetanus — teeth 
tightly  clenched — pupils  extraordinarily  di- 
lated :  symptoms  which  gave  the  doctor  the 
clue  to  the  mystery  of  his  patient's  death. 
'  Doubtless  she  had  mistaken  the  berries  of 
the  deadly  nightshades  in  the  park  for 
cherries,'  said  the  doctor. 

'  As  if  my  child  didn't  know  a  deadly 
nightshade  when  she  saw  one!'  cried  the 
distracted  mother. 

And,  in  spite  of  the  doctor's  dictum  and 
the  able  report  which  was  subsequently 
drawn  up  by  the  Corbeil  Procureur,  she 
persisted    in    believing    that    in    trying    to 
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make  a  visionary  of  her  daughter,  they  had 
drugged  her  to  death.  This  was,  indeed,  the 
general  opinion  in  the  neighbourhood,  and 
ever  since  that  time  an  evil  reputation  had 
clung  to  the  chalet,  of  which,  in  winter,  the 
peasants  got  distant  glimpses  through  the 
trees. 

No  gloomy  shadow  darkened  the  Retreat 
that  glorious,  silent  summer  afternoon,  how- 
ever. As  it  stood  there  in  the  middle  of  the 
lawn,  in  the  warm  sunshine,  it  produced  a 
strange  impression  of  sweetness,  rest,  and 
light  upon  Eline.  Above  all,  sweetness. 
Faint  echoes  of  women's  voices  in  prayer  fell 
upon  her  ear,  mingled  with  the  low  strains 
of  an  organ,  the  shrill  chirp  of  the  grass- 
hoppers, and  the  hum  of  the  gnats  careering 
in  the  air.  .  A  little  hunch-backed  girl 
was  standing  outside  the  door,  noiselessly 
sweeping  the  steps. 

'  It's  Chalmette,'  said  Jeanne,  beckoning 
to  the  '  workwoman '  to  come  to  her. 

Chalmette  had  just  returned  from  Le 
Creuzot,  where  she  had  had  a  very  hard  time 
of  it.  The  miners  came  to  her  meetings  in 
regular  gangs,  but  they  brought  bottles  of 
wine,  and  herrings,  with  them  ;  scoffed  at 
her ;  and  drowned  her  voice  in  the  '  Mar- 
seillaise,' when  she  began  to  preach.  The 
women  were  even  more  cruel,  for  they  in- 
sulted her  in  the  streets,  and  heaved  bits  of 
coal  and  cinders  at  her,  without  the  slightest 
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pity  for  her  deformity.  Yet  she  was  ready 
to  brave  it  all  a^ain. 

'  Whenever  you  wish,'  she  murmured. 
'  I  am  ready.'  The  voice  was  very  soft ;  but 
in  the  delicate  face,  the  pointed  chin,  and 
the  long  nervous  hands  which  grasped  the 
broom-handle,  you  read  resolution  and  will. 

'  They  are  all  like  her,'  said  Madame 
Autheman,  as,  ascending  the  wooden  stair- 
case, she  bade  Eline  take  a  seat  beside  her 
under  the  verandah.  '  All.  But,  alas  !  there 
are  only  twenty  of  them,  and  I  should  need 
thousands  to  redeem  the  world  ! ' 

Then,  growing-  enthusiastic  over  her 
dream  of  universal  redemption,  she  explained 
the  end  and  principle  of  the  Mission  to  Eline, 
and  told  her  of  her  wish  to  widen  its  field 
of  operations.  So  far  they  had  kept  to 
France,  but  they  meant  to  extend  their 
labours  to  other  countries — for  instance,  Eng- 
land, Germany,  and  Switzerland,  where  Li- 
beral Religion  was  sure  of  a  welcome. 
Watson,  she  said,  had  left  already,  and 
others  were  to  follow  her. 

She  stopped,  learing  she  had  said  too 
much  ;  but  Eline  had  not  been  listening. 
The  decisive  moment  had  come,  and  she 
was  quite  wrapped  in  her  own  thoughts. 
Her  heart  seemed  full  of  a  lofty  and  ineffable 
joy  which  soothed  and  yet  intoxicated  her. 
In  front  of  the  verandah  stood  a  willow-tree, 
and  on  the  topmost  branch  a  bird  sat  sing- 
ing,    That  bird  seemed  to  be  her  soul ! 
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'  You  have  made  up  your  mind,  then  ? 
Quite  made  up  }'our  mind  ? '  said  Madame 
Autheman,  taking"  her  by  the  hand. 

'  .         .     You  followed   my  advice.    .    .    . 
About  the  child's  taking-  the  communion  ?     . 
That  was  right.     Ouite  right.  Of  course 

his  father  could  not  consent  to  that  .  .  .  and 
you  have  not  answered  his  letters  .  .  or 
given  Fanny  any  lessons  since  ?  .  .  .  You 
did  wisely.' 

But  the  tears  came  into  Eline's  eyes 
again,  as  she  told  her  how  she  .had  fought 
against  Satan's  temptations,  and  refused  to 
listen  to  the  beseeching  cries  of  her  darling. 

'  I  loved  her  as  my  own  child  !  you  cannot 
tell  how  much,  how  dear  she  was  to  me,' 
said  Eline.  '  Oh,  the  sacrifice  was  hard — 
hard ! ' 

'Sacrifice?'  sternly  answered  the  Evan- 
gelist. '  Christ  will  ask  other  and  more 
terrible  sacrifice  of  you,  child  ! ' 

Eline  bowed  her  head,  and  trembled  at 
the  sound  of  that  pitiless  voice.  Nor  did 
she  dare  to  ask  what  more  Christ  could  exact 
of  her. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

AN    ABDUCTION. 

'Just  in  time!  Here  comes  the  train!' 
exclaimed  Madame  Ebsen,  as  she  stopped 
outside    the    arrival    platform   at   the   Gare 
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d' Orleans,  panting-  for  breath,  and  holding  a 
dry  pair  of  socks  wrapped  up  in  a  news- 
paper, at  the  very  moment  the  six  o'clock 
train  steamed  into  the  station. 

While  she  had  been  quietly  going  about 
the  house  getting  dinner  ready,  a  violent 
storm,  the  last  Paris  was  likely  to  see  that 
summer,  had  suddenly  burst  over  the  city  ; 
and,  feeling  verv  anxious  about  her  daughter, 
who  had  gone  away  to  Port-Sauveur  in  a 
light  dress  and  thin  boots  that  morning,  she 
had  taken  the  first  omnibus  to  the  station. 
And  now  she  stood  in  the  waiting-room, 
looking  through  the  railings  for  her  Eline, 
hoping  to  see  her  fair  hair  appear  in  the 
crowd  of  hurrying,  scurrying  people,  with 
baskets  in  their  hands  and  damp  overcoats 
on  their  backs,  who  were  excitedly  pouring 
out  to  where  the  carriages  stood,  and  noisily 
requesting  each  other  to  '  Take  the  dog  ! '  or 
*  Hold  the  baby  ! ' 

Look  though  she  would,  however,  there 
was  no  sign  of  Eline's  black  bonnet.  At  last 
every  one  left  the  platform  but  the  one  soli- 
tary custom-house  officer  at  the  gate,  and 
you  saw  only  the  glistening  line  of  empty 
carriages.  She  was  not  much  alarmed  at 
first.  No  doubt  the  rain  had  detained  Eline, 
she  thought,  and  she  would  come  on  by  the 
eight  o'clock  train.  It  would  be  rather  late, 
to  be  sure,  but  it  could  not  be  helped,  as  she 
knew  that  the  express — which  was  then 
nearly  due — did  not  stop  at  Ablon  ;  and  so, 
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resolving  to  make  the  best  of  it,  she  began 
walking  up  and  down  the  deserted  waiting- 
room.  The  gas  had  just  been  lighted,  but 
the  gusty  wind  was  doing  its  best  to  blow  it 
out  again,  and  it  threw  but  a  flickering 
reflection  on  the  damp  platform.  Presently 
a  whistle  announced  the  arrival  of  the 
express,  and  for  a  moment  the  station  was 
again  filled  with  the  sound  of  tramping  feet 
and  rolling  trucks.  After  that  she  heard 
nothing  but  the  echo  of  her  own  slow  steps, 
and  the  patter  of  the  rain  on  the  roof ;  except 
when  one  cf  the  railway  officials,  in  the  little 
glass  cages  used  as  offices,  turned  over  the 
leaves  of  a  book,  or  blew  his  nose  very 
loudly. 

It  was  dismal  enough  to  have  to  wait 
there  with  cold  feet  and  an  empty  stomach, 
but  Madame  Ebsen  consoled  herself  by 
thinking  of  the  hot  mulled  ale  they  would 
have  together  when  they  got  back  to  their 
snug  little  room.  And  it  would  soon  be 
eight  o'clock. 

Eight  o'clock.  The  train  glided  in,  and 
the  fussy  whistles  began  to  blow  again. 
Then  the  doors  were  opened  and  the 
passengers  streamed  out.  But  Eline  was 
not  amongst  them  ! 

They  must  have  kept  her  at  the 
Chateau  for  the  night,  thought  Madame 
Ebsen.  She  would  find  a  telegram  waiting 
for  her  when  she  got  home.  Well,  it  was 
!not  very  considerate  of  Madame  Autheman, 
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knowing,  as  she  did,  how  tenderly  united  she 
and  her  daughter  were.  '  Eline  ought  not  to 
have  let  them  persuade  her  to  stop  there,' 
muttered  the  poor  woman,  as  she  picked  her 
way  through  the  puddles  in  the  long  avenues 
of  high,  untenanted  houses  leading  to  the 
Val-de-Grace  —  monotonous,  new  houses, 
with  five  empty  stories  of  stone  and  mortar 
atop  of  each  other,  and  rows  of  black  holes 
for  windows. 

'  Has  a  telegram  come  for  me,  Madame 
Blot  ? '  she  asked,  as  soon  as  she  saw  the 
concierge. 

'  No,  ma'am  ;  nothing  but  the  news- 
paper,' replied  Madame  Blot.  'How  is  it 
you're  alone  to-night  ?  ' 

She  was  too  terrified  and  tired  to  answer 
the    question.      Eline    must    be    ill  and 

yet,  if  the  people  at  the  Chateau  had  the  least 
feeling  in  them,  surely  they  would  have  let 
her  know  Well,  it  was  no  use  to  think 

of  tramping  about  the  country  on  a  night 
like  this  It  would  be  best  to  wait  till 

next  morning. 

The  evening  wore  on  ;  how  sadly  !  The 
night  of  Grandmother's  funeral  had  hardly 
been  sadder,  and  then  she  had  had  Eline 
to  help  her  to  bear  the  dreadful  void  and 
grief  the  parting  left  behind  it.  Now  she 
sat  alone — alone  with  her  grief  and  anxiety. 

There  was  no  light  at  Lorie's  window. 
Since  he  had  sent  Sylvanire  and  the  children 
to    the    Lock   the   poor  man    had    taken    to 
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coming  home  very  late  at  night  to  avoid 
the  pain  of  being  near  Eline,  who  never 
answered  his  letters  now,  even  when  they 
promised  that  he  would  submit  and  embrace 
the  orthodox  faith  with  his  children,  as  she 
wished.  Madame  Ebsen  had  not  been 
down  to  see  him  for  at  least  two  months, 
and  in  her  distress  she  felt  remorseful  at  the 
thought  that  she  had  left  him  to  suffer  from 
Eline's  cruel  caprice  alone  all  that  time  ; 
for  nothing  quickens  one's  sympathy  like 
suffer  in  of. 

She  sat  up  all  night,  with  the  lamp  burn- 
ing, counting  the  weary  hours  and  listening 
in  vain  for  the  sound  of  carriage  wheels  at 
the  door.  With  the  common  superstition  of 
watchers  she  said  to  herself,  '  The  third 
carriage  that  passes  will  stop  at  our  house.' 
But  the  third  passed,  and  many  others,  bring- 
ing no  Eline.  Dawn  came,  and  the  milk  carts 
began  to  rattle  over  the  pavement.  Still 
no  Eline.  At  last  she  fell  back  in  the  arm- 
chair, utterly  exhausted,  and  slept,  as  people 
sleep  after  a  death-watch,  with  her  mouth 
wide  open  and  her  eyes  swollen  like  a 
drunkard's. 

She  was  awakened  by  a  loud  ring  at 
the  bell  and  Madame  Blot's  voice  shouting 
to  her : 

'  Ma'am  Ebsen  !  Ma'am  Ebsen!  Here's 
something  just  come  for  you.  I  think  it's 
from  your  daughter ! ' 

In  the  pale  morning  light  which  streamed 
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into  the  room  she  hurried  to  the  door  and 
picked  up  a  letter.  It  was  from  Eline. 
She  could  not  be  ill  then.  What  could  it 
mean  ? 

It  meant  this. 

'  Dear  Mother,— 

Fearing  to  afflict  you,  I  had  till  now 
shrunk  from  executing  a  plan  long  since 
formed  in  my  heart.  But  the  hour  has 
come.  God  calls  me,  and  I  must  obey  His 
voice.  When  this  letter  reaches  you  I  shall 
be  far  away,  How  long  we  may  be  parted — 
how  long  our  time  of  trial  may  last — I  know 
not ;  but  I  shall  let  you  hear  from  me  often, 
and  shall  find  some  way  of  getting  your 
letters  forwarded  to  me.  You  may  be  sure 
that  I  shall  never  forget  you,  and  I  will  entreat 
the  All-merciful  Saviour  to  give  you  His 
peace  according  to  His  loving  word. 

'  Ever  your  affectionate  daughter, 

'  Eline  Ebsen.' 

At  first  she  did  not  understand  it  all, 
though  she  read  it  out  again  and  again, 
phrase  by  phrase,  from  beginning  to  end. 
'  Eline'  '  Eline  Ebsen.'         .   It  was  her 

child,  her  very  child,  her  Lina,  had  written 
it.  And  yet  it  could  not  be.  The 

writing  was  very  like  her  daughter's,  too, 
though  not  so  firm.  Those  mad  women 

must  have  held  her  hand  and  dictated  the 
unnatural  words.  .  .  .  Where  had  the  letter 
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come    from  ?  The    postmark    on    the 

envelope  said  Petit-Port.  Eline  was  there 
still  then,  and  if  her  mother  lost  no  time  in 
going  to  her,  she  might  induce  her  to  abandon 
her  dreadful  purpose.  It  was  a  cruel  thing 
to  try  and  carry  off  her  darling.  This 

Madame  Autheman  seemed  to  make  a  busi- 
ness of  breaking  hearts.  But  just  let 
her  wait ;  she  would  be  even  with  her. 

She  was  getting  ready  to  start  while  she 
uttered  all  these  angry  exclamations.  In  a 
few  minutes  she  had  hastily  done  her  hair 
and  washed  the  traces  of  her  tears.  When 
she  had  taken  her  ticket  and  was  seated  in 
the  train,  she  grew  calmer,  and  quietly  re- 
viewed in  her  mind  all  the  insidious  perfidy 
by  which  her  daughter  had  been  gradually 
alienated  from  her.  She  recalled  Anne  de 
Beuil's  first  visit,  and  the  curious  inquiries 
she  had  made  amongst  their  acquaintances 
in  Paris — no  doubt  in  the  hope  of  finding  out 
whether  there  was  any  risk  in  what  they 
meditated.  Then  in  fancy  she  again  attended 
that  meeting,  and  saw  Eline  on  the  platform 
beside  that — that  mad  woman — the  wretch  ! 
She  remembered  the  very  words  Madame 
Autheman  had  spoken  when  she  had  come 
to  engage  Eline  for  her  schools, '  You  are  very 
much  attached  to  your  child,  Madame  ? '  and 
the  cold,  treacherous  tones  in  which  her 
shapely  lips  had  uttered  them. 

How  could  she  have  failed  to  see  it  all 
long  since !     How  weak  and  blind  she  had 
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been  !  Yes,  it  was  all  her  fault.  Eline  .had 
cared  no  more  at  first  for  translating  the 
crazy,  religious  stuff  with  which  her  soul  had 
been  slowly  poisoned,  than  she  had  for  the 
prayer  meeting  they  attended  that  night. 
It  was  she — her  mother — who  had  brought 
it  all  about  by  her  vanity,  and  selfish  desire 
to  be  brought  into  relations  with  the  wealthy 
Authemans.  Oh,  fool  that  she  had  been ! 
she  thought,  mentally  cursing  herself  for  her 
folly. 

Ablon ! 

She  hardly  knew  the  station  again,  or 
remembered  the  pleasant  excursion  they  had 
made  there  in  the  spring  ;  for  places  change 
with  the  changes  in  our  own  minds,  and  our 
own  eyes  colour  the  landscapes  that  we  look 
at.  All  she  could  recollect  was  that  Eline 
took  the  Port-Sauveur  omnibus  at  the 
station.  On  making  inquiries  she  found, 
however,  that  no  omnibus  came  to  meet  this 
particular  train,  and  she  had  to  take  a  cross 
road  which  they  showed  her.  It  was  only 
half  an  hour's  walk  to  the  Chateau.  The 
weather  was  mild  and  autumnal.  The  storm 
of  the  night  before  had  soaked  the  ground, 
and  a  white  mist  hung  over  the  fields,  wait- 
ing for  the  noonday  sun  to  turn  it  into  rain 
or  disperse  it.  She  skirted  the  boundary 
walls  of  several  estates,  every  now  and  then 
passing  a  lofty  iron  gate,  through  which  you 
saw  green  lawns,  and  beds  of  Rowers,  and 
orange-trees  stiffly  ranged  in  rows  in  front  of 
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stone  steps.  Summer  seemed  to  have  been 
caught  unawares  overnight,  and  shivered  in 
the  foQf  like  the  Parisiennes  who  had  been 
overtaken  by  the  rain  in  their  light  summer 
dresses. 

Before  she  had  gone  far,  Madame  Ebsen 
found  herself  in  the  open  country,  amidst  the 
vines  and  the  beetroot,  where  the  rooks 
were  wheeling  over  the  wide  ploughed  fields, 
and  the  men  and  women  whom  she  dimly 
saw  in  the  distance  looked  like  shadows,  as 
they  dug  up  the  potatoes. 

The  mother  was  affected  by  the  sadness 
of  earth  and  sky  as  though  by  some  physical 
oppression.  As  she  drew  near  the  red  roofs 
and  waving  woods  of  Port-Sauveur  her 
melancholy  grew  still  deeper.  She  walked 
on  past  what  seemed  to  her  the  interminable 
boundary  wall  of  a  park  full  of  luxuriant  ivy 
and  purple  Virginia  creeper,  crossed  the  line, 
and  reached  the  river  banks  in  front  of  the 
Chateau.  A  long,  low  mansion,  with  a 
grassy  lawn,  surrounded  by  chains,  before  it, 
and  stately  gates,  through  which  she  peered 
eagerly,  hoping  to  see  something  that  her 
eyes  longed  for,  besides  the  leafy  tree-tops. 
Yes,  this  was  the  place. 

She  rang  once,  gently ;  then  again, 
louder  ;  and  while  she  waited  for  the  gate  to 
open,  got  ready  a  short,  polite  speech  she 
had  been  revolving.  But  when  it  opened, 
she  forgot  every  word  of  it,  and  rushed  in 
breathless,  exclaiming,   '  My  child  !      Where 
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is  my  child?  Bring  her  to  me— at  once! 
at  once  ! ' 

The  valet,  who  wore  an  apron,  and  had 
the  silver  letters  P.S.  embroidered  on  his 
black  cloth  coat- collar,  replied,  as  he  had 
been  instructed  to,  that  Mademoiselle  Eline 
had  left  the  Chateau  the  night  before.  On 
seeing  Madame  Ebsen's  gesture  of  fierce 
incredulity,  however,  he  added,  '  Madame 
is  in,  if  you  wish  to  see  her.' 

She  followed  him  across  the  garden,  and 
up  some  steps,  without  seeing  anything  she 
passed,  and  was  ushered  into  a  little  green 
room  in  which  Madame  Autheman  was 
sitting  erect  at  a  desk,  writing.  At  the  sight 
of  the  familiar  face,  and  the  dignified  yet 
gentle  smile,  her  anger  cooled.  '  Oh, 
Madame !  where  is  Lina  ?  What  does 
that  letter  mean  ? '  she  exclaimed,  sobbing 
convulsively,  till  her  sad,  burly  figure 
shook,  and  seemed  as  though  it  would  col- 
lapse. 

Thinking  she  would  have  little  difficulty 
in  soothing  her  tearful  affliction,  Madame 
Autheman  softly  bade  her  sit  down  beside 
her  on  the  sofa,  and  told  her  it  was  wrono-  to 
grieve  so.  She  should  glorify  the  Lord, 
and  be  glad,  for  He  had  deigned  to  enlighten 
her  child,  and  save  her  soul  from  the  burning. 
Her  mystic  balm,  however,  far  from  healing, 
acted  like  a  red-hot  iron  upon  the  torn, 
bleeding,  human  heart  on  which  it  was 
spread.     The   mother   sprang    to    her    feet, 
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and,  glaring1  at  her  with  wild,  tearless  eyes, 
exclaimed  : 

'  Idle  words  !  My  child  !  Give  me  my 
child ! ' 

'  She  is  not  here,'  said  Madame  Authe- 
man,  sighing  at  the  lamentable  profanity  of 
her  rebellious  visitor. 

'  Where  is  she,  then  ?  I  insist  on  know- 
ing where  my  daughter  is ! '  said  Madame 
Ebsen. 

The  Lady  President,  who  was  used  to 
scenes  of  this  kind,  quietly  answered  that 
Eline  had  left  France,  intending  to  spread 
the  Gospel.  She  might  at  that  moment  be 
in  England  or  in  Switzerland.  That  was 
all  she  knew  of  her.  She  might  rest  assured 
that  she  would  soon  have  news,  for  Eline 
was,  as  she  had  always  been,  a  Christian 
and  devoted  daughter. 

It  was  E line's  letter,  almost  word  for 
word.  The,  phrases  fell  from  the  Evange- 
list's lips  slowly,  serenely,  gently,  diiving 
Madame  Ebsen  well-nigh  mad  with  rage. 
She  felt  a  desperate  impulse  to  strangle  this 
neat,  imperturbable  woman  with  the  thin, 
pale  face  (paler  than  ever  by  contrast  with 
the  black  dress  beneath  it),  and  the  prominent 
forehead,  and  the  cold,  limpid  eyes,  in  which 
you  read  no  trace  of  womanly  pity  or  tender- 
ness. '  I  could  murder  her,'  she  thought ; 
but  next  instant  her  twitching  hands  were 
folded  imploringly,  and  she  was  saying  : 

'  Madame  Autheman,  give  me  back  my 
p  2 
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little  Lina.  She  is  all  I  have  in  the  world. 
If  she  leaves  me  I  shall  have  nothing 
to  live  for.  Oh,  God  !  we  were  so  happy 
together.  You  should  have  seen  us  in  our 
little  home,  our  dear  little  home.  '     Her 

sobs  nearly  choked  her,  and  she  had  to  stop. 
All  she  asked  was  to  be  allowed  to  have 
one  interview  with  her  Lina,  and  if  it  was 
really  true,  if  Lina  told  her  it  was  true,  she 
promised  she  would  go  away  and  submit. 

An  interview!  It  was  the  very  thing 
Jeanne  was  determined  not  to  allow.  No. 
She  found  it  suited  her  better  to  comfort 
the  mother  with  pious  texts  and  extracts  from 
her  little  religious  pamphlets,  '  Christ  the 
Comforter,'  and  '  Sorrow  inclines  the  Heart 
to  Prayer.'  She  warmed  as  she  went  on 
with  her  impromptu  sermon,  and  exclaimed, 
'  Unhappy  woman !  do  you  not  know  that 
it  is  your  soul  Eline  is  working  to  redeem  ? 
Your  affliction  is  the  first  step  to  your 
salvation.' 

Madame  Ebsen  listened  to  her  with 
downcast  eyes,  steeling  her  heart  and  mind 
against  the  preacher.  Suddenly  she  inter- 
rupted her,  speaking  firmly  and  decisively  : 

'  Very  well.  If  you  will  not  give  me 
back  my  Lina,  I  shall  see  what  the  law  will 
do  for  me.' 

Her  threat  did  not  ruffle  Madame  Authe- 
man's  tranquillity.  She  accompanied  her 
visitor  to  the  steps,  and  there  stood  majestic, 
passionless  as  Fate,  while  the  servant  showed 
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her  out.  Before  she  left,  the  mother  turned 
and  stopped.  1  fere,  in  this  wry  spot,  her 
daughter  had  perhaps  walked  that  morning 
She  took  in  the  whole  scene  at  a  glance — 
the  great,  still  park,  and  the  white  cross  that 
rose  above  the  trees  and  the  iog,  like  the 
top  of  a  mausoleum.  Oh,  how  she  longed 
to  rush  into  that  wood — to  dash  open  the 
portals  oi  the  tomb  which,  perhaps,  hid  her 
child,  and,  crying  '  Linn  !  Lina  !  '  to  rescue 
her,  and  carry  her  far  away  from  death,  to 
liie,  and  the  living  world!  It  all  Hashed 
across  her  brain  in  an  instant ;  but  shame 
restrained  her.  The  grandeur  and  luxury 
she  saw  about  her  disarmed  and  overawed 
her.      Hut  the  law  would  help  her. 

She  walked  on  resolutely  to  the  village, 
turning  her  simple  plan  over  in  her  mind. 
She  would  go  straight  to  the  Mavor,  lay  the 
case  before  him,  and  return  with  a  gendarme 
or  a  gardc-champetre,  who  would  lorce  that 
wicked  woman  to  tell  her  where  her  child 
was.  That  any  difficult)'  would  stop  her 
never  (.altered  her  thoughts  for  a  moment. 
Nay,  so  certain  was  she  o(  success,  that, 
though  she  had  wept  and  prayed,  she  even 
asked  herself  whether,  had  she  been  more 
conciliating,  she  might  not  have  avoided 
giving  rise  to  scandal.  Well,  it  could  not  be 
helped.  So  much  the  worse  for  the  child- 
stealer 

There  was  not  a  sound  in  the  one  street 
the  village  boasted.     JNothing  stirred  in  the 
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stiff  rows  of  cottages  that  climbed  the  slope, 
or  the  little  square  gardens  in  front  of  them. 
Every  one  seemed  to  be  at  work  in  the  fields, 
for  it  was  harvest  time.  Now  and  then  a 
curtain  was  drawn  back  from  a  window,  or 
a  dog  sniffed  as  the  stranger  passed  by.  But 
the  curtain  fell  into  the  old  place  again,  and 
never  a  dog  barked.  A  mournful  prison- 
like silence  everywhere.  At  the  top  of  the 
street,  in  an  open  place  shaded  by  clustering 
elms,  rose  the  Protestant  church,  between 
the  two  Evangelical  schools,  gleaming  white 
against  the  dull  grey  of  the  clouds. 

Madame  Ebsen  stopped  in  front  of  the 
girls'  school  to  listen  to  the  children's  voices 
that  were  mechanically  repeating — 

'  The — voice — of— the — Lord — is — -pow-er-ful  — the 
voice — of — the — Lord — is — full — of — majesty/ 


droning  out  the  verses  in  a  monotonous  sing-- 
song,  without  once  pausing  to  take  breath — • 
obedient  to  tap,  fast  or  slow,  of  a  rule  on  a 
desk. 

Why  should  she  not  go  in  ?  It  was  here 
Eline  had  taught.  She  might  hear  some- 
thing about  her.  Who  knew  whether  she 
might  not  find  her  quietly  teaching  her  class  ! 

She  pushed  the  door  open  and  entered. 
Before  her  was  a  room  with  whitewashed 
walls  covered  with  texts.  Long  rows  of  little 
peasant  girls,  in  black  blouses  and  skull-caps, 
were  bent  over  the  desks  in  front  of  them  ; 
and,  at  the  end  of  the  room,    a  tall,   pale, 
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puffy-faced  girl  was  acting-  as  fugleman,  with 
a  ruler  in  one  hand  and  a  Bible  in  the  other. 
On  seeing  Madame  Ebsen  enter,  she  inter- 
rupted the  reading,  and  went  to  meet  her, 
while  all  the  tiny  heads  turned  inquisitively 
to  watch  her. 

'  I  am  Eline's  mother,'  said  Madame 
Ebsen  ;  '  for  pity's  sake,  Mademoiselle,  tell 
me ' 

'  Go  on ! '  cried  Mademoiselle  Hammer, 
in  dismay,  as  loudly  as  her  meek  voice  would 
let  her.  And  at  the  command  the  whole  class 
began  droning  out  another  verse  of  the 
Psalm. 

The  poor  Mademoiselle  Hammer  must 
indeed  have  been  excited,  for,  without  more 
ado,  she  hustled  Madame  Ebsen  out  of  the 
room,  dolefully  replying, '  Yes  !  yes ! '  to  all  her 
questions  ;  a  yes,  yes  that  seemed  to  express 
the  despair  and  shame  she  felt  (though  so 
many  thousand  years  had  elapsed)  for  that 
melancholy  adventure  of  Adam  and  Eve's 
under  the  apple-tree. 

'  You  know  my  daughter  ?  ' 

'  Yes,  yes  ! ' 

'  Is  this  the  room  she  taught  in  ?' 

'  Yes,  yes  ! ' 

'  Has  she  really  gone  away  ?  Tell  me, 
for  pity's  sake.' 

'  Yes,  yes  !  but  I  mustn't  say  any- 

thing. They'll  tell  you  at  the  Chateau.' 

With  that  the  timid  creature  (who,  for  all 
her  timidity,  had  the  strength  of  a  gendarme 
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in  her  wrist),  pushed  Madame  Ebsen  into  the 
street,  closed  the  door,  and  returned  to  her 
class,  which  was  now  vociferously  proclaim- 
ing that — 

'  The — voice — of — the — Lord — shaketh  —  the — wil- 
derness —  the  —  Lord  —  shaketh  —  the  —  wilderness  —  of 
Kadesh.' 

Just  across  the  place  was  the  Mairie,  on 
the  grey  walls  of  which  were  painted  the 
letters  R.F  Madame  Autheman  had  not  yet 
had  the  courage  to  replace  them  by  her 
own  P.S.  A  ponderous  man,  with  a  face 
like  a  beadle's,  was  writing  in  a  room  on  the 
ground-floor.  He  was  only  the  Mayor's  se- 
cretary, though,  and  Madame  Ebsen  wished 
to  see  the  Mayor. 

'  He's  not  in,'  said  the  man,  without  even 
looking  up  as  he  spoke.  '  If  you  want  him  he 
can  be  found  at  the  Chateau  every  evening 
between  six  and  seven.' 

'  At  the  Chateau  ? '  she  exclaimed.  '  Then 
the  Mayor  must  be  M. .' 

'  Yes  ;  Monsieur  Autheman.' 

She  would  get  no  redress  here  then. 

Next  she  bethought  herself  of  the  cure, 
who  was  no  doubt  Madame  Autheman's 
enemy,  and  would  be  ready  to  help  and 
advise  her.  She  asked  her  way  to  his  house, 
and  returned,  as  fast  as  her  legs  would  carry 
her,  to  the  waterside.  As  she  was  going 
along,  she  saw  some  men  harnessing  the 
horses  to  a  rustic  omnibus  in  front  of  a  house 
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on  which  were  painted  the  words,  Omnibuses 
to  the  trains.  Carriages  let  out.  She  went 
up  to  the  conductor,  and,  slipping-  a  piece  of 
silver  into  his  hand  to  refresh  his  memory, 
asked  him  if  he  knew  a  tall,  beautiful,  fair 
girl,  who  always  wore  mourning.  '  Know 
her,  indeed  ;  I  should  think  so  ! '  answered  the 
peasant.  '  I  drive  her  to  the  station  and 
back  three  times  a  week.' 

'  Did  you  drive  her  there  yesterday  or 
this  morning  ? '  anxiously  asked  Madame 
Ebsen.  '  Pray  try  to  remember.  She  is 
my  daughter  —  they've  taken  her  from 
me ! ' 

The  man's  memory  became  muddled 
directly  she  had  made  the  unlucky  speech. 
Why,  he  didn't  rightly  know  whether  he  had 
taken  her  down  yesterday.  But  no  doubt 
they  would  tell  her  at  the  Chateau.  .  The 
Chateau  stared  her  in  the  face  at  every  turn ; 
and  ere  long  the  long,  grey  house  grew  and 
grew  in  the  eyes  of  this  most  sorrowful 
mother,  till  it  seemed  one  of  those  mighty 
feudal  prisons  which  darkened  a  whole 
country  side  with  the  shadows  of  their 
towers  and  battlements. 

The  presbytery  stood  on  the  bank  of  the 
river,  close  to  a  tiny  creek,  in  which  several 
women  were  busily  washing  their  linen.  The 
boats  that  were  moored  at  the  foot  of  the 
steps  leading  up  to  it,  and  the  great  nets 
stretched  out  on  poles  in  the  garden  to  dry, 
made  it  look  like  a  fisherman's  cottage.    The 
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frank,  hearty  manner,  and  big,  red,  childlike 
face  of  the  cure,  crave  one  confidence  in 
him  at  once.  Seeing  a  respectably  dressed 
visitor  at  his  door,  he  asked  her  to  step  into 
the  parlour. 

'  I  am  an  unhappy  mother,  M.  le  Cure, 
who  needs  help  and  counsel,'  said  Madame 
Ebsen,  much  to  the  poor  priest's  dismay  ;  for 
he  fancied  she  was  asking  for  money,  and  he 
had  not  a  sou  in  his  purse  to  give  her.  But 
this  was  nothing  to  his  consternation  when 
she  went  on  to  inform  him  that  Madame 
Autheman  had  stolen  away  her  daughter. 

Not  noticing  how  indifferent  and  cold  the 
cure's  jolly  face  had  become,  she  began  her 
story.  Before  she  had  gone  far,  however, 
the  priest,  who  had  a  lively  recollection  of 
the  remark  made  by  his  bishop,  and  the 
misadventures  of  Sister  Octavie,  interrupted 
her. 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,  madam,'  said  he. 
'  You  are  a  Protestant.  Blow  can  I  inter- 
fere in  the  matter  ?  Your  own  ministers 
would  doubtless  be  the  proper  people  to 
apply  to.' 

He  did  not  think  it  worth  while  to 
espouse  a  dangerous  quarrel  to  oblige  a  mere 
stranger. 

'  Oh,  M.  le  Cure ! '  exclaimed  Madame 
Ebsen,  '  surely  this  is  a  matter  of  common 
humanity — not  religion.  It's  a  woman — a 
mother — that  appeals  to  you.  You  cannot — 
no,  you  cannot  refuse  to  help  her ! ' 
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He  saw  that  he  had  been  too  harsh,  and 
did  his  best  to  soften  his  refusal.  It  was  a 
pitiful  tale,  he  admitted.  Oh,  yes,  he  ad- 
mitted that.  Her  tears  were  sufficient  proof 
that  she  was  not  deceiving-  him.  Unquestion- 
ably a  certain  person  (there  was  no  need  to 
mention  names,  of  course)  brought  a  blind 
and  reprehensible  zeal  to  the  service  of  her 
religious  convictions.  He  himself,  indeed, 
had  been  the  first  to  suffer  from  it.  For 

that  matter,  though,  women  were  unreason- 
able and  over-zealous  in  all  churches. 
Catholic  priests  could  tell  her  strange  stories. 
There  were  numbers  of  morbid  women  fuss- 
ing about  even  in  Catholic  churches,  and  on 
some  pretence  or  other  meddling  in  ecclesias- 
tical affairs.  But  they  had  means  of  quiet- 
ing their  excited  nerves  which  Protestant 
ministers,  having  less  authority,  of  course 
lacked.  .  What  could  you  expect,  though, 
in  a  church  which  encouraged  free  thought 
and  despised  discipline — a  church  which  was 
open  to  anybody,  and  which  allowed  every 
one  not  only  to  believe  what  he  pleased,  but 
to  play  the  priest,  too,  if  he  had  a  mind 
for  it  ? 

'  Look  at  the  hopeless  confusion  of  sects 
and  creeds ! '  he  continued,  warming  as  he 
spoke,  for  he  had  many  an  old  score  to 
settle  with  Luther  and  Calvin.  Besides,  he 
was  proud  to  show  off  his  erudition.  Lie 
had  had  plenty  of  time  for  studying  this 
particular  subject  lately,  and  knew  all  about 
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the  innumerable  sects  into  which,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  great  quarrel  between  the 
Liberal  and  the  Orthodox  parties,  the 
Reformed  Church  was  split  up. 

'  Let  us  count  them,'  said  he,  ticking  them 
off  one  by  one  on  his  big,  blistered  fingers. 
'  We  have  the  Irvingites,  who  call  for  a 
return  to  the  simplicity  of  the  Primitive 
Church  ;  the  Sabbatarians,  the  Methodists, 
the  Wesleyans,  the  Mormons,  the  Anabap- 
tists, the  Quakers,  the  Shakers,  and  Heaven 
knows  how  many  more  ! ' 

The  poor  woman  listened  to  him  open- 
mouthed,  and,  as  though  she  saw  every  one 
of  these  sects  standing  between  her  and  her 
daughter,  she  put  her  hand  to  her  eyes  and 
sobbed,  'My  child!  my  child!'  so  pitifully 
that  the  priest  was  touched,  and  threw  aside 
his  caution. 

'  After  all,  Madame,'  said  he,  '  there  are 
laws  to  protect  you.  Go  to  Corbeil,  and 
make  a  formal  complaint  to  the  tribunal. 
You  have  a  formidable  adversary,  to  be  sure, 
and  I  remember  a  very  similar  case — but 
that  was  in  the  time  of  the  16th  of  May 
people.  No    doubt    you    will    be    more 

fortunate  now  that  we  have  a  sincerely  Re- 
publican Government  over  us,'  he  added, 
getting  quite  good-humoured  again,  as  he 
shot  his  innocent  little  shaft  at  the  Re- 
public. 

'  Is  it  far  to  Corbeil  ?'  said  the  mother, 
abruptly. 
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No,  it  was  not  far  to  Corbeil.  She  had 
only  to  follow  the  river  as  far  as  Juvisy,  and 
the  train  would  take  her  there  in  twenty 
minutes. 

And  now  she  was  once  more  tramping 
along  in  the  mist,  towards  a  group  of  white 
houses  in  the  distance  beyond  a  bend  in  the 
river.  Water  and  trees  seemed  blended  and 
blurred  in  the  foggy  morning.  Here  and 
there  she  came  upon  a  shadowy  fisherman  in 
a  shadowy  punt.  A  hush  of  expectation  and 
anguish  filled  the  air ;  and  the  mother,  who 
had  eaten  nothing  since  the  night  before, 
grew  fainter  and  fainter  as  she  toiled  tear- 
iully  on  along  the  lonely,  grassy,  slippery 
towing-path. 

Her  vagrant  thoughts,  which  would  run 
on  before  her,  wearied  her  even  more  than 
the  actual  walk.  Ten  times,  at  least,  she 
pictured  herself  telling  her  story  to  the  Pro- 
cureur,  and  listening  to  his  answer.  Then, 
all  at  once,  as  she  stumbled  through  the 
mire,  in  search  of  the  gendarmes  who  were 
to  give  her  back  her  daughter,  a  terrible 
feeling  of  discouragement  crept  over  her.  Of 
what  avail  were  judges  and  soldiers  if  her 
child  no  longer  loved  her  ?  '  God  calls  me. 
I  must  obey  His  voice.  Your  affec- 

tionate daughter,'  she  murmured,  half  un- 
consciously, repeating  the  words  of  the 
dreadful  letter  over  which  she  had  already 
so    often    wept.      Lina!       Her  affectionate 


222  PORT  SALVATION. 

daughter  !  Oh,  God,  could  such  things 
be! 

While  she  thought  of  Eline's  ingratitude, 
all  that  she  had  done  for  her  came  back  to 
her  mind.  How  she  had  worked  and  slaved 
to  give  her  all  she  needed.  She  had  gone 
in  rags  and  patches  herself  to  give  her  child 
a  young  lady's  education,  and  now — now 
that  she  was  grown  so  pretty  and  clever, 
she  had  abandoned  her.  God  called  her, 
and  she  had  obeyed  His  voice. 

Pier  legs  bent  under  her,  and  she  had 
to  sit  down  by  the  riverside,  on  a  heap  of 
stones,  close  to  a  plank  which  ran  down  into 
the  water,  and  served  as  a  stool  for  her  wet 
feet  to  rest  upon.  Tempting  though  the 
smooth,  damp  plank  looked,  it  suggested  no 
way  out  of  her  weariness  and  despair  to  her  ; 
for  one  fixed,  terrible  idea  possessed  her 
soul.  What  if  the  woman  had  spoken  truth, 
and  God  had  really  robbed  her  of  her  child  ! 
This  Jeanne  Autheman,  after  all,  was  not  a 
witch,  and  only  something  supernatural  could 
have  turned  the  head  of  a  great  girl  of 
twenty  like  her  Eline.  Scraps  of  texts  she 
had  heard  at  church  flashed  across  her 
brain,  and  seemed  to  scorch  it  like  flames 
of   fire.     '  Love   not '  and    '  every  one 

that  hath  forsaken  houses  or  .  father  or 
mother  for  my  name's  sake.'  How 

could  she  fight  against  God  ?  How  could 
the  law  or  the  Corbeil  magistrates  prevail 
over  God  ? 
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She  sank  back  on  the  stones,  staring 
vaguely  at  the  river  rolling  its  thick  and 
heavy  waters  on  to  the  sea.  Everything 
seethed  and  boiled  in  her  poor  head.  She 
heard  a  singing  in  her  ears,  and  a  dull 
hissing  sound  as  of  an  overflowing  cauldron. 
It  came  on  to  rain— a  fine,  drizzling,  pene- 
trating rain  that  blurred  the  sky  and  the 
landscape.  She  tried  to  rise  and  continue  her 
journey  ;  but  her  head  went  round.  River, 
and  trees,  and  sky  grew  dark  and  confused  ; 
and,  closing  her  eyes,  she  fell  upon  the  soft, 
wet  earth — motionless. 


CHAPTER  XII. 
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Still  the  same  seething  and  boiling;  but 
louder  and  nearer  now-  Yet  her  head 
seemed  clear,  and  the  singing  in  her  ears 
had  ceased.  She  opened  her  eyes  and  won- 
dered that  she  saw  no  sign  of  the  river 
banks  or  the  heap  of  stones.  How  came 
she  to  be  lying  on  this  great  bed  with  the 
yellow  curtains  ?  And  what  was  this  room 
in  which  the  sunlight,  streaming  through  the 
windows,  danced  up  and  down  upon  the 
ceiling  ?  Surely  she  knew  that  carpet  with 
the  pink  roses,  and  those  cheap  coloured 
prints  on   the  walls  ?     Yes,   there  could  be 
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no  doubt  of  it ;  or  if  a  doubt  still  lingered 
in  her  mind,  it  was  dispersed  when  she  heard 
a  whistle  outside  the  window,  and  a  shout  of 
'  Romain  !  Romain  ! '  rising  above  the  mur- 
mur of  the  foaming  stream.  Surely,  too, 
that  little  girl  in  the  peasant's  frock,  who 
stood  watching  her  in  the  doorway,  must  be 
Fanny,  and  that  was  Fanny's  voice  crying, 
'  Sylvanire,  she's  awake  ! ' 

They  were  both  by  her  bedside  now, 
Sylvanire  and  Fanny.  It  did  the  poor 
mother  good  to  see  that  honest  face  near 
her,  and  feel  the  child's  silky  hair  against 
her  cheek.  What  could  have  happened, 
though  ?     What  had  brought  her  here  ? 

Sylvanire  could  not  enlighten  her  much 
upon  the  subject.  All  she  knew  was  that 
Maurice  had  found  her  the  day  before  lying 
lifeless  on  the  towing-path.  Apoplexy,  the 
doctor  from  Ablon  had  called  it.  He  had 
bled  her  twice,  and  had  seen  at  once  from 
the  way  the  blood  gushed  out  that  she  would 
soon  be  well  again.  '  For  all  that,  though.' 
said  Sylvanire,  '  I  thought  I  would  telegraph 
to  Mademoiselle  Eline.  We  have  the  tele- 
graph in  the  house,  you  know.' 

Romain's  wife  stopped  in  dismay,  for 
Madame  Ebsen  had  buried  her  pale  face  in 
the  pillow  and  was  crying  bitterly.  Eline's 
name  had  revived  her  anguish,  and  the  short 
respite  her  sick  brain  had  given  her  had 
doubled  her  despair. 

'  Eline  has  gone  ! '  she  exclaimed  between 
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her  sobs  ;  'gone  .  .  .  Madame  Authe- 
man 

Sylvanire  understood  her  at  once,  and 
was  not  astonished.  '  It's  not  the  first  time 
the  lady  at  Port-Sauveur  has  done  the  same 
thing,'  said  she.  '  She's  turned  Mademoi- 
selle Eline's  head  in  the  same  way  as  she 
did  that  of  Damour's  little  girl  and  Gelinot's. 
She's  given  her  one  of  those  draughts  to 
drink,  I'll  be  bound.' 

'  Draughts  ?  Do  you  think  so  ? '  said  the 
mother,  who  would  have  been  only  too  glad 
to  believe  in  a  story  which  gave  her  a  hope 
of  bringing  home  a  punishable  crime  to  the 
Authemans. 

'  Why,  of  course  I  do,'  said  Sylvanire. 
'  But  don't  you  lose  heart,  Madame  Ebsen  ; 
you'll  get  your  daughter  back  one  of  these 
days.  It's  no  use  trying  to  get  the  law 
of  them  down  here ;  the  Authemans  do 
just  as  they  like  in  this  neighbourhood.  You 
must  go  to  Paris  and  get  friends  to  back  you. 
Monsieur  knows  some  of  the  Ministers — ■ 
perhaps  he  could  speak  to  them  about  it. 
There,  there,  don't  take  on  like  that,  ma'am  ; 
you'll  have  justice  yet.' 

The  simple  creature's  cheerful  tone  and 
talk  put  new  life  and  courage  into  her.  She 
resolved  to  appeal  to  her  friends,  many  of 
whom  were  rich  and  influential.  Perhaps 
Madame  d'Arlot  could  help  her,  or  the 
Baroness.  She  would  sro  to  them  all,  and 
Stir   them   up   against   that   wicked  woman, 
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Had  not  Sylvanire  prevented  her,  she  would 
have  got  out  of  bed  and  started  that  very 
moment.  But  that  was  not  to  be  thought  of. 
The  doctor  had  left  strict  orders  that  she 
was  to  keep  perfectly  quiet  for  a  few  days, 
or  she  would  have  a  relapse.  Well,  well,  for 
her  child's  sake  she  would  be  prudent. 

But  how  lone  that  convalescence  seemed  ! 
How  hard  it  seemed  to  lie  in  that  room  at 
the  Lock,  counting  the  hours,  and  watching 
the  barges  go  sleepily  by  at  regular  intervals, 
and  the  rafts  drifting  lazily  down  the  stream, 
steered  by  the  pilots  with  the  long  oars  and 
the  cotton  nightcaps !  At  nightfall  red  lights 
glowed  at  the  bows  of  the  barges,  casting 
bright  reflections  in  the  water.  She  watched 
the  boats  float  down  the  river  till  the  lights 
went  out,  and  followed  them  in  fancy  long 
after  they  had  vanished  in  the  evening  mist, 
saying  to  herself,  '  Now  they  are  at  Ablon. 
Now  they  are  at  Port  a  1' Anglais.  .  Now 
they  are  in  Paris.'  The  feverish  activity  of 
her  mind  made  their  monotonous  regularity 
exasperating  to  her;  for  they  seemed  to  mock 
her  weakness.  She  grudged  every  hour's 
delay,  but  there  was  no  helping  it.  So 
many  days  more  had  to  be  spent  in  bed, 
so  many  more  on  the  sofa.  Then  she  would 
have  to  get  a  little  used  to  walking  again, 
and  then,  ah !  then,  they  would  let  her  start 
for  Paris.  She  was  as  eager  and  excited  as 
a  prisoner  who  sees  the  hour  of  his  release 
approaching. 
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And  yet  they  were  very  kind  to  her  at 
the  Lock.  Romain  had  not  sunc  or  laughed 
once  for  fear  of  disturbing  her,  though  he 
was  running  over  with  joy  at  having  his 
wife  all  to  himself  at  last.  Before  he 
entered  the  sick-room  to  give  the  poor 
mother  those  huge  nosegays  of  flags  and 
waterlilies  he  was  so  clever  at  making,  he 
invariably  stopped  outside  the  door  for  a 
moment  to  tone  his  mind  down  to  a  becom- 
ing point  of  sadness  by  thinking  of  some- 
thing dismal.  For  instance,  he  would  make 
believe  that  Sylvanire  had  been  taken  ill,  or 
that  Monsieur  had  sent  for  her  to  come  back 
directly  with  the  children.  But  the  poor 
success  of  his  well-meant  hypocrisy,  and  the 
snuffling  half-heartedness  of  the  '  Crc  cochon, 
Madame  Ebsen  ! '  with  which  he  tried 
to  show  his  sympathy,  embarrassed  and 
annoyed  Sylvanire  so  much  that  she  gene- 
rally bundled  him  out  again  very  quickly, 
to  let  off  his  superfluous  and  selfish  joy  in 
the  open  air  at  the  Lock. 

She  was  least  unhappy  when  she  was 
alone  with  little  Fanny.  The  child  brought 
her  work  into  the  room  every  morning  and 
talked  to  her  of  Eline  for  hours  together. 
'  You  were  very  fond  of  her,  Pet,  weren't 
you  ? '  the  mother  would  say.  '  You  would 
have  liked  to  have  her  for  a  mamma?'  It 
seemed  to  her  that  her  daughter's  kisses 
still  lingered  on  the  child's  soft  cheek,  and 
that  the  touch  of  Eline's  hand   had  but  just 
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then  smoothed  her  glossy  locks.  Sometimes, 
however,  as  she  saw  how  changed  Fanny 
looked,  how  red  her  little  hands  had  become, 
how  coarsely  she  was  clad,  she  felt  regretful 
and  sad,  as  one  might  do  at  the  sight  of 
moral  and  physical  degradation. 

The  change  was  even  more  marked  in 
Maurice.  Of  the  gallant  sailor-boy,  who 
had  been  made  so  much  of  in  the  Sous- 
prefecture  saloons,  nothing  remained  but  a 
ragged  cap  atop  of  a  dull,  clumsy,  country 
clown.  He  was  still  training  for  the  naval 
school,  but,  as  he  had  to  prepare  for  his  first 
Communion,  he  had  temporarily  discontinued 
his  studies,  and,  when  not  conning  over  his 
Catechism,  passed  the  time  in  long  and 
delightful  rambles  along  the  river,  where 
nothing  troubled  him  but  the  youthful 
Nicolas,  whose  greatest  pleasure  it  was 
to  chevy  him  whenever  he  saw  him  com- 
ing away  from  the  cure's.  Oh,  that  Nicolas! 
The  wretched  boy  dreamt  of  him  by  night, 
and  told  terrible  tales  of  him  by  clay  to 
his  little  sister,  who  got  highly  indignant  at 
finding  her  brother  such  a  coward.  And 
some  day  he  would  be  an  officer ! 

'  If  1  were  in  your  place,  you'd  see ! '  she 
used  to  say. 

Every  one  at  the  Lock  was  full  of  these 
dreadful  adventures  of  Maurice's. 

'  It  will  be  a  bad  look-out  for  him  if  I 
ever  catch  him!'  said  Sylvanire.  Fortunately 
for  the  youthful  Nicolas,  however,  she  rarely 
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found  time  to  leave  the  house.  There  was 
the  telegraph  to  be  attended  to  (for  Romain 
had  taught  her  how  to  use  the  apparatus), 
and  the  cooking,  and  the  washing  of  her 
husband's  linen  and  the  children's,  to  say 
nothing  of  Baraquin's.  The  old  renegade 
formed  part  of  the  household,  slept  with 
them,  and  took  his  meals  with  them,  much 
to  their  discomfort,  for  they  could  not  very 
well  talk  of  the  Chateau  or  Eline  when 
he  was  by.  Not  that  Baraquin  was  a  bad 
fellow ;  but  for  a  drop  of  brandy  he  would 
have  sold  his  friends,  his  body  and  his  soul, 
with  no  more  compunction  than  if  he  had 
been  pawning  a  Communion  coat.  So 
Sylvanire  distrusted  him,  and  said  little  till 
he  was  out  of  the  way. 

Sylvanire  had  got  it  into  her  head  that 
Mademoiselle  Eline  had  not  left  the  Chateau, 
and  Romain  was  sent  off  in  the  boat  to 
watch  the  park  gates  every  day,  while 
she  herself  made  discreet  inquiries  at  the 
Evangelical  butcher's  and  grocer's  about 
the  pretty  young  lady.  No  one  had  seen 
the  pretty  young  lady,  but  they  all  knew 
well  enough  whom  Sylvanire  was  in  search 
of.  As  to  asking  them  to  take  her  a  letter 
or  a  message,  you  might  as  well  have  asked 
them  to  tell  you  their  opinions  on  politics,  or 
to  say  for  whom  they  meant  to  vote  at  the 
next  election.  A  wink,  or  a  chuckle,  or  a 
vacant  stare  was  all  the  answer  you  could 
hope  to  get  in  either  case. 
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One  evening  Mother  Damour  came 
round  to  the  Lock  for  a  few  minutes.  The 
woman's  sinister  look,  and  the  brutish  re- 
signation with  which  she  spoke  of  her  mis- 
fortunes, terrified  Madame  Ebsen. 

'  You'll  be  wasting  your  time,  trying  to 
punish  them,'  said  the  hostess  of  the 
'  Famisher  '  in  a  dreary  voice,  as  she  sat 
in  the  cottage  with  her  hands  stretched  out 
flat  on  her  knees.  '  The  Authemans  killed 
my  girl,  and  shut  my  good  man  up  in  a  mad- 
house ;  but,  bless  you,  I  could  get  no  re- 
dress. They're  too  rich  !  As  I  said  to  the 
judge  (he  nearly  sent  me  to  gaol  for  saying 
so),  there's  no  law  as  can  touch  people  like 
that ! ' 

Romain  did  all  he  could  to  explain  that 
Madame  Ebsen's  case  was  very  different 
from  hers,  and  that  she  would  have  power- 
ful friends — Ministers  and  police  commis- 
sioners— to  aid  her ;  but  it  was  no  good. 
Mother  Damour's  opinion  was  not  to  be 
shaken.  '  It's  no  good,'  she  doggedly  re- 
plied ;  '  you're  wasting  your  time ;  they're 
too  rich.' 

They  did  not  let  her  in  any  more  after 
that. 

At  the  end  of  a  week  or  so  Madame 
Ebsen  was  well  enough  to  q-o  out.  Soon 
after  she  left  the  Lock  and  returned  to  Paris, 
burning  to  begin  her  task. 

Sylvanire  was  not  mistaken.     Eline  was 
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still  at  the  Retreat,  preparing  for  her  Mission 
under  Madame  Autheman's  supervision, 
isolated  from  the  dangerous  influence  and 
temptations  of  all  worldly  ties.  She  was 
not  left  alone  or  idle  for  a  moment.  No 
sooner  had  she  done  with  J.-B.  Crouzat  and 
his  theology,  than  there  came  one  of  Jeanne's 
sermons,  some  hymn-singing  or  prayer-meet- 
ing, with  an  occasional  meditation  by  way 
of  variety,  or  a  walk  with  Anne  de  Beuil 
or  Chalmette,  whose  fervid  zeal  made  a  great 
impression  on  her. 

These  walks  did  not  often  extend  beyond 
the  balcony  of  the  chalet,  where  they  were 
sheltered  from  the  autumn  showers  which 
had  begun  to  thin  the  decaying  leaves  in  the 
park,  and  compelled  the  five  or  six  work- 
women at  the  Retreat  to  take  to  their 
travelling  waterproofs  ;  so  adding  another 
touch  of  sadness  to  the  melancholy  of  the 
woods.  The  neophyte's  happiest  hours 
were  spent  in  the  prayer-hall  on  the 
ground-floor,  which  was  darkened  by  the 
projecting  balcony  above.  There,  lulled  to 
rest  by  the  monotonous  sound  of  the  hymns, 
she  yielded  to  the  delicious  slumber  which 
stole  over  her,  and,  gradually  weakening  her 
head,  brought  on  (though  she  did  not  know 
it)  slight  attacks  of  vertigo. 

They  prepared  themselves  for  prayer  by 
a  short  meditation,  during  which  they  knelt 
with  their  foreheads  pressed  against  the  Avail, 
till  their  frames  grew  motionless  and  rigid. 
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The  postures  they  assumed  were  of  the  most 
different  kinds.  Some  held  themselves  bolt 
upright ;  some  collapsed  on  the  floor ;  and 
others,  by  an  extraordinary  effort  of  the  will, 
bent  themselves  almost  double.  And  they 
were  all  so  still,  you  would  have  almost 
fancied  no  human  beings  were  hidden  in 
those  shapeless  bundles. 

As  soon  as  one  of  them  felt  ready  and 
inspired,  she  rose  suddenly,  walked  to  the 
Communion-table,  and  standing  up,  with 
her  whole  body  racked  and  trembling,  im- 
provised a  prayer.  There  were  more  cries 
and  ejaculations  than  connected  phrases  in  it, 
as  a  rule  ;  and  there  was  a  strange  sameness 
about  the  appeals  they  made  to  God.  '  Jesus  ! 
Jesus  !  Blessed  Saviour  !  Dear,  well-beloved 
Jesus  !  Glory  !  Glory  !  Help  me  !  Have  pity 
on  my  soul  ! '  were  constantly  recurring. 
But  with  it  all  there  was  a  fervour  and  a 
spontaneous  flow  in  these  improvisations 
which  no  prayers  learnt  by  heart  ever  have, 
and  the  words  uttered  seemed  to  acquire 
new  meanings,  and  were  transfigured  as  in  a 
luminous  and  glorious  dream. 

At  such  times  Eline  forgot  all  her  misery 
—all  the  horrible  pain  she  had  suffered  in 
Avrenching  herself  from  her  home  affections. 
Absorbed  in  God,  all  other  loves  seemed  lost 
in  one  immense  love.  Her  voice  trembled 
with  passion,  changed,  grew  more  winning 
and  powerful.  Her  sweet,  childish  face 
became  excited  as  she  spoke.     Voluptuous 
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circles  formed  about  her  eyes ;  and  the 
flooding  tears  she  shed,  though  they  took 
the  delicate  pink  flush  and  bloom  from  her 
cheek,  regenerated  her,  as  she  thought,  in  a 
new  baptism,  and  washed  away  her  sins. 

The  other  workwomen  (peasant  girls  for 
the  most  part,  refined  by  hysteria)  felt  the 
same  ravishment  during  their  improvisations. 
But  the  ecstatic  rapttis  did  not  make  them 
all  beautiful  as  it  did  Eline.  The  little 
hunchback  was  fearful  to  look  upon  when 
she  prayed.  Her  eyes  grew  wild  and  fixed, 
her  misshapen  body  was  convulsed  by  spas- 
modic tremblings,  and  her  great,  open  mouth 
was  all  distorted  as  it  called,  or,  rather, 
howled  and  groaned,  to  Jesus.  She  was  a 
genuine  hysteric  subject ;  for  hysteria  affects 
all  sects  indifferently,  as  the  histories  of  the 
revivals  and  camp-meetings  in  England  and 
America  can  testify. 

It  was  what  is  sometimes  called  the 
Revivalist  disease.  All  the  workwomen  at 
Port-Sauveur  were  affected  by  it  ;  Eline 
more  dangerously  than  the  rest,  for  her 
naturally  nervous  constitution  had  been  ex- 
cited beyond  measure  by  the  death  of  her 
Grandmother  and  Jeanne  Autheman's  method 
of  proceeding.  It  was  a  real  disease  she 
had,  with  fits  and  intermittent  moments  of 
health.  When  she  went  back  to  the  solitude 
of  her  little  room  at  ni^ht,  the  girl  felt  her 
heart  beat  dutifully  in  the  normal  way  Try 
as  she  would   to   convince    herself   that  the 


234  PORT  SALVATION. 

separation  from  her  mother  was  necessary 
for  that  mother's  salvation — -read  as  many 
pious  verses  as  she  would — do  what  she 
would  to  persuade  herself  that  these  trials 
which  had  come  to  her  were  bringing-  her 
nearer  to  Jesus — the  recollection  of  the  old 
peaceful  clays  of  natural  affection  would  come 
back  and  hinder  her  in  her  prayers. 

Oh,  how  terrible  are  the  hours  without 
faith  or  fervour — the  martyrdom  of  so  many 
earnest  priests !  Those  hours  in  which  icy 
words  fall  from  hard,  parched  lips,  and  Saint 
Theresa,  weeping  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross  as 
she  waits  for  the  Divine  Sacrifice  to  touch 
her  heart,  coldly  counts  the  crimson  wounds 
on  the  ivory 

At  such  moments  Madame  Ebsen  often 
appeared  to  her  daughter,  stretching  out  her 
arms  to  her,  and  weeping,  as  she  exclaimed  : 

'  Come  back,  come  back,  my  child,  and  let 
vis  be  happy  again  together  !  What  have  I 
done  that  you  should  have  forsaken  me  ? ' 

With  the  strange  clearness  of  vision  one 
has  at  night  in  bed,  Eline  actually  saw  and 
heard  her  mother,  and  called  to  her  in 
reply,  sobbing ;  until,  utterly  worn  out  by  the 
terrible  struggle,  she  groped  about  for  the 
potion  which  Anne  de  Beuil  prepared  for 
her  every  evening,  and  fell  asleep  till  morn- 
ing, incapable  of  thought,  or  will,  or  even 
tears.  On  the  days  which  followed  these 
experiences  she  remained  in  her  cell,  and 
spent  long  hours  looking  through  the  moist 
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window-panes  at  the  dark  waterproofs  of  the 
Mission  workwomen  who  wandered  about 
amongst  the  trees,  waving  their  arms  in 
ecstasy,  and  every  now  and  then  stopping 
still  as  though  in  a  dream,  like  the  patients 
you  may  see  at  the  Salpetriere.  The  leaves 
whirled  round  and  round  in  the  dreary  sky. 
The  clouds  gathered  and  regathered  on  the 
horizon,  were  dispersed,  and  descended  in 
fine  raindrops.  She  would  sometimes  watch 
one  of  them  through  its  shifting  from  light 
to  shadow — the  very  same  one  which,  per- 
haps, her  poor  mother  was  then  watching  so 
close  to  her  from  her  sick-room  ;  and,  more 
than  once,  looking  at  some  distant  aerial 
disturbance  through  the  magnetic  medium 
of  thought  and  human  atmosphere  which  is 
so  potent  in  people  who  love  each  other, 
Eline  had  an  intuition  that  her  mother  was 
near  her. 

One  morning  Madame  Autheman  found 
her  weeping. 

'  What  is  wrong  now  ? '  said  she,  harshly. 

'  My  mother  is  lying  ill  somewhere  near 
us,'  replied  Eline. 

'  Who  told  you  so  ?  ' 

'  I  feel  it,'  said  the  girl. 

Later  on  that  day  Madame  Ebsen's 
presence  at  the  Lock  became  known  at  the 
chalet.  The  Lady  President  took  it  for 
granted  that  Eline  had  heard  of  it  from  one 
of  the  servants  (for  none  are  so  sceptical 
about  the  more  delicate  effects  of  these  de- 
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rangements  of  the  nervous  system  as  your 
sincere,  orthodox  believers),  and  she  knew 
that  if  once  the  mother  and  daughter  met, 
there  would  be  an  end  of  her  own  influence. 

'  You  must  start,  Ebsen,'  said  she.  '  Are 
you  ready  ? ' 

'  I  am  ready,'  answered  poor  Ebsen,  in  a 
voice  which  she  tried  hard  to  steady. 

Her  simple  outfit  was  soon  prepared — a 
poor  governess's  outfit,  beside  which  the 
trousseau  her  mother  had  been  preparing  for 
her  when  she  went  about  their  home,  collect- 
ing those  odd  bits  of  lace,  would  have 
seemed  very  grand.  Several  packets  of 
Bibles  and  '  Morning  Hours'  fresh  from  the 
printers  were  hurriedly  put  in  with  her 
wardrobe.  The  horse  was  harnessed,  while 
Ebsen  embraced  Madame  Autheman, 
Mademoiselle  Hammer,  J.-B.  Crouzat,  and 
the  rest  of  her  companions,  who  now  formed 
the  only  family  she  was  to  be  allowed  to 
have  for  the  future.     Anne  de  Beuil  ox>t  into 

o 

the  carriage,  and  they  departed. 

Now    go,    my  child,  and  labour    in    my 

vineyard. 

The  carriage  had  to  turn  the  corner  of 
the  park  wall  very  slowly,  for  the  lane  was 
narrow  and  steep.  As  they  drove  down,  a 
little  girl  who  was  walking  their  way,  with  a 
basket  in  her  hand,  stood  aside  to  let  them 
pass,  and,  looking  into  the  carriage,  recog- 
nised   Eline.       They    heard   a   loud    cry   of 
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'  Mama  ! '  to  which  a  feebler  cry,  that 
ended  like  a  sob,  replied.  But  the  driver 
lashed  his  horses,  and  they  dashed  away 
down  the  hill  at  a  gallop.  Still  holding  her 
basket  in  her  hand,  Fanny  ran  and  ran  as 
hard  as  her  little  legs  would  let  her,  to 
overtake  them,  calling  to  'Mama!  Mama!' 
Her  heavy  clothes  and  sabots  soon  compelled 
her  to  stop,  however.  She  made  one  despair- 
ing effort,  and  fell  flat  on  the  ground.  When 
she  got  up,  with  her  hands  all  bleeding  and 
her  hair  covered  with  mud  (she  did  not  weep 
though,  and  she  still  clutched  the  basket),  the 
carriage  had  reached  the  top  of  the  hill. 
The  child  stood  still  for  a  moment,  gravely 
and  silently  watching  it,  while  her  forehead 
puckered  as  she  strove  to  understand  the 
meaning  of  it  all.  Then,  as  though  a  light 
had  suddenly  dawned  upon  her,  and  she  had 
discovered  some  terrible  thing,  she  rushed 
home  headlong  to  the  Lock. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

TOO    RICH. 

The  ground  floor  of  the  Hotel  Gerspach,  in 
the  Rue  Murillo.  All  the  lackeys  are  ranged 
in  a  row  in  the  hall,  and  the  surly,  pompous 
Suisse  sits  at  his  table  replying,  for  thq 
twentieth  time  at  least  that  afternoon  ; 
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'  Madame  la  Baronne  is  not  receiving 
visitors  to-day.' 

'  Is  not  this  her  reception  day  ? ' 

Yes,  to  be  sure  it  was  her  day ;  but  a 
sudden  indisposition .  At  the  word  in- 
disposition a  smile  flitted  over  the  close- 
shaven  faces  of  the  lackeys ;  for  the 
Baroness's  periodic  skin  disease  was  a  stand- 
ing joke  in  the  servants'  hall. 

'  She  will  not  mind  seeing  me,'  said  the 
visitor.  '  Tell  her  it  is  Countess  d'Arlot.  I 
shall  not  detain  her  long.' 

A  muffled  sound  of  bells  followed,  and  a 
little  polite  commotion,  after  which,  to  the 
great  astonishment  of  the  lackeys  (for 
Madame  d'Arlot  was  not  very  intimate  with 
the  Baroness),  orders  were  sent  down  to  ask 
the  visitor  upstairs.  Madame  d'Arlot  had  to 
wait  a  few  minutes  longer,  however,  in  the 
drawing-room  on  the  first  floor,  which  was 
warmed  by  the  glowing  embers  of  a  huge 
log  fire.  Through  the  windows  you  saw  the 
whole  Pare  Monceau,  with  its  English  lawns, 
and  rockeries,  and  its  little  temple  peeping 
through  the  bare  trees.  A  chilly  Paris 
winter  landscape,  which  seemed  all  the 
sadder  when  you  turned  back  to  the  hand- 
some room,  and  admired  the  artistic  bronzes, 
old  china,  lacquerwork,  and  motley  hangings 
that  were  scattered  about  among  the  low 
Japanese  screens  at  the  windows,  and  the 
luxurious  chairs  drawn  round  the  fire-place. 

As  Leonie  examined  the  drawing-room, 
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she  thought  of  the  time  when  she,  too,  had 
been  a  woman  of  fashion,  and  had  her  recep- 
tion days,  like  the  Baroness.  But  that  was 
long  ago,  before  her  husband  had  deserted 
her,  and  made  her  life  purposeless.  Now 
her  husband  was  ahvays  at  his  club  or  in  the 
Chamber,  and  she  in  her  churches.  She  had 
quite  given  up  visiting  and  receiving  visits, 
nor  would  she  have  come  to  see  her  old 
schoolfellow  Deborah  to-day  without  a  very 
powerful  motive  ;  for,  much  as  she  liked  her, 
they  lived  in  different  worlds,  and  had  rarely 
met  since  she  had  retired  from  society. 

'  Will  Madame  la  Comtesse  kindly  step 
this  way  ? '  said  a  lady's  maid. 

She  followed  her  into  a  darkened  room 
with  light  hangings  and  drawn  curtains. 

'  Come  here,'  said  a  querulous  voice,  that 
seemed  to  come  from  an  immense  canopied 
bed,  on  a  raised  dais.  '  I  would  not  have 
let  any  one  else  in,  I  assure  you.' 

When  her  eyes  had  grown  accustomed  to 
the  darkness,  she  discovered  poor  Deborah's 
auburn  hair  and  her  sallow  Oriental  face, 
which,  like  the  beautiful  arms  which  issued 
from  her  lace  shoulder-straps,  was  covered 
with  pomade.  Round  her  was  such  a  con- 
fusion of  hand-mirrors,  brushes,  pencils, 
powder-puffs,  and  unguents,  that  you  would 
have  thought  you  were  in  some  actress's 
dressing-room. 

'  It's  no  better  than  it  was  at  school,  you 
see,'  said  Deborah.     '  I  shall  not  be  able  to 
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go  anywhere  for  a  week  because  of  these 
dreadful  marks  on  my  skin.  .  They  came 
this  morning,  on  my  reception  day,  of  all 
days  in  the  week.  .  I  really  don't  know 
what  I  shall  do.  I  ought  to  go  to  that  fancy 
fair  to-morrow.  .  .  .  And  there's  that  dress 
of  mine  waiting  to  be  tried  on  at  Veroust's. 
Oh,  what  an  unfortunate  creature  I  am  ! ' 

The  tears  which  streamed  down  her 
cheeks  as  she  spoke  washed  away  part  of  the 
ointment  she  had  just  been  putting  on,  and 
revealed  the  red  spots  on  her  face.  They 
were  not  so  dreadful,  after  all,  though  they 
seemed  so  very  shocking  to  her  womanly 
vanity.  She  had  tried  every  cure  she  could 
think  of,  in  vain.  Louesche  water,  Pougues 
water,  Saint-Amand  mud,  and  Heaven 
knows  what  besides.  '  Yes,  my  dear,'  said 
she,  '  I  was  up  to  my  neck  in  warm  black 
mud  at  Saint-Amand  once  for  five  hours, 
with  water  trickling  all  over  my  skin. 
But  it  was  no  use  ;  it's  in  the  blood.  We 

have    inherited    it.  It's    the    Autheman 

gold  coming  out,  I  suppose,  as  that  horrid 
Clara  used  to  say  at  school.' 

Leonie  saw  that  her  Deborah  had  not 
changed  much  since  they  were  girls  together. 
She  was  the  same  great  silly  girl  she  had 
known  at  Madame  de  Bourlon's,  and  the 
empty  little  head  under  the  beautiful  tawny 
tresses  was  not  one  bit  more  sensible  than 
in  the  bygone  days,  when  it  had  lain  on  the 
pillows  of  the  infirmary. 
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'  But  I  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear  ! '  con- 
tinued the  Baroness.  '  I  was  so  full  of  my 
own  troubles  that  I  quite  forgot  to  ask  how 
you  were.  Why,  it's  an  age  since  I  saw  you. 
You  are  looking  well,  my  dear.  .  .  Are  you 
no  happier  than  you  were  ?  ' 

'  No,'  quietly  answered   Madame  d'Arlot. 

'  The  same  trouble,  dear  ? ' 

'  The  same.' 

'  Oh,  I  don't  wonder  you  take  it  to  heart ! ' 
said  Deborah.  '  If  any  one  had  treated  me 
like  that  not  the   Baron,   of  course,  for 

you  see  the  Baron  is  different,  but  any  one 
I    loved  really    I    don't    know    what    I 

should  have  done.'  So  saying,  she  took  a 
long  look  at  herself  in  the  hand-glass,  and 
carefully  wiped  away  the  traces  of  her  tears. 
'  How  fortunate  it  is  that  you  have  your  reli- 
gion to  comfort  you  ! '  she  added,  after  a  pause. 

'  Yes ;  I  have  my  religion,'  mournfully 
replied  the  Countess. 

'  Paule  de  Lostande  was  telling  me  the 
other  day  that  your  mother-in-law  had  just 
given  you  two  hundred  thousand  francs  to 
found  an  orphanage  with.      Did  she  really  ? ' 

'  Yes,'  said  "Madame  d'Arlot.  '  My 
mother-in-law  is  always  very  kind  to  me.' 
She  did  not  tell  her  that  the  old  Marquise's 
generosity,  instead  of  healing  her  pain,  as  it 
was  meant  to,  only  revived  it. 

'  Poor  Paule  ! '  continued  Deborah,  who 
had  a  morbid  fondness  for  talking  about 
melancholy    things    when    she    was    ailing. 
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'  She's  unhappy,  too.  You  have  heard  of 
her  husband's  death,  of  course  ?  Killed  by 
a  fall  from  his  horse,  dear,  at  the  review. 
She  has  never  recovered  from  the  shock, 
though  they  say,  you  know,  she  pricks  her- 
self with  those  needles  to  make  her  forget  it. 
In  fact,  it  seems  she  is  getting  to  be  a — 
a — what  do  they  call  them  ?  Oh,  yes.  A 
morphiomaniac.  There's  quite  a  party  of 
them.  Each  brings  her  little  silver  needle- 
case  with  her,  and  then,  when  they  are  all 
together,  they  get  out  their  needles  and  stick 
them  into   their  arms  or  their    legs.  It 

doesn't  send  them  to  sleep,  you  know,  but 
the)'  say  the  sensation  is  delightful.  .  The 
worst  of  it  is,  they  have  to  keep  on  increasing 
the  doses,  because  the  effect  wears  off.' 

'  I  know,'  murmured  Madame  d'Arlot. 
'  It's  the  same  with  my  prayers.'  And  a 
minute  after  Deborah  was  startled  by  a  cry. 
'  Oh,  Deborah,  there's  nothing  worth  living 
for  but  love  !  If  my  husband  had  but  been 
willing ! ' 

She  stopped — almost  as  amazed  at  the 
confession  which  had  escaped  her  in  her 
anguish  as  her  friend  was  ;  so  ashamed, 
that  for  a  moment  she  had  to  hold  her  hand 
to  her  face  to  hide  her  confusion. 

'  Poor  clear,'  said  Deborah,  affectionately, 
stretching  out  her  hand  and  drawing  it  back 
again,  as  the  thought  that  she  was  rubbing 
the  ointment  off  her  bare  arm  recalled  her  to 
her   own   misery.     '  Ah  !  life's  a   sad   thing 
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after  all.  Every  one  seems  to  have  some 

unhappiness.  .  Have  you  heard  what  has 

happened  to  poor  Madame  Ebsen  ? ' 

Leonie  dried  her  eyes  at  once. 

'  I  called  to  see  you  about  her,'  she  said, 
suddenly  rousing  herself.  '  Would  you  have 
believed  such  a  thing  was  possible  ?  Not 
even  to  let  her  know  where  her  child  is  ! 
Jeanne  Autheman  must  be  a  perfect  mon- 
ster.' 

'  I  don't  think  she  has  altered  much 
since  she  left  school,'  replied  Deborah. 
'  Don't  you  remember  her  prim,  pretty  face, 
and  the  Bible  she  used  to  have  in  her  apron  ? 
She  quite  turned  my  head  for  a  moment ,  I 
would  have  gone  out  to  Africa  with  her, 
without  a    moment's    hesitation.    .  Can 

you  imagine  me  converting  the  negroes  ?  ' 

It  was  not  very  easy  to  imagine  her  in 
any  such  unlikelv  position,  certainly,  as  she 
lav  there,  carefullv  laving  the  ointment  on 
her  beautiful  neck  with  a  brush. 

'  But  what  does  your  cousin  Autheman 
say  to  it  ? '  inquired  Madame  d'Arlot  '  How 
can  he  let  his  wife  do  such  infamous  things  ? 
It's  perfectly  heartrending  to  listen  to  the 
poor  mother  when  she  tells  you  her  story 
Perhaps  you  have  not  heard  her.  \  ou 
can't  think  what  a  sad  affair  it  is.  Shall 

I  tell  her  to  come  up  ?     She's  downstairs  in 
the  carriage.  She  did  not  like  to  disturb 

you  on  your  reception  day,  but  if  you  don't 

mind ' 

r  2 
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'  No,  no/  said  Deborah,  in  great  con- 
sternation. '  Please  don't.  The  Baron  told 
me  particularly  not  to  meddle  in  the  affair.' 

'  The  Baron  ?  Why  did  he  tell  you 
that  ?  I  was  hoping  you  would  have  been 
such  a  help  to  us.  You  see  so  many  people. 
.  .  That  Chemineau  who  is  always  here, 
for  instance.' 

'  No,  dear,  I  really  can't.  Don't  ask 
me  to.  You  don't  know  how  important  it 
is  for  a  banker  not  to  make  an  enemy  of 
Autheman.  He  could  ruin  you  with  the 
greatest   ease.  But  why  could   not  you 

or  your  husband  do  something  ?  The  Count 
is  a  deputy  now.  .  .  He  could  get  anything 
he  liked  for  the  asking,  especially  as  he 
belongs  to  the  Opposition.' 

'  I  cannot  ask  my  husband  to  do  any- 
thing for  me,'  said  the  Countess,  rising. 

Out  of  politeness  Deborah  tried  to  make 
her  stop  a  little  longer ;  but  the  feeble 
creature  was  rather  Mad  on  the  whole  when 
her  friend  went,  for  she  dreaded  having  to 
argue  about  the  matter,  and  would  not  for 
the  world  have  had  any  one  see  Madame 
Ebsen  at  her  house. 

'  I  am  so  sorry,  clear,'  she  exclaimed,  as 
Leonie  bade  her  good-bye.  '  So  sorry  for 
your  sake  and  the  poor  woman's.  You'll 

come  and  see  me  again  soon,  won't  you  ? 
Good-bye.  Isn't  it  dreadful !  I  can't  even 
kiss  you  ! ' 

She  relapsed  into  despair  after  that,  and 
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lay  back  on  her  bed,  moaning  like  a  naughty- 
child,  while  the  thick  layers  of  ointment  and 
enamel  dried  on  her  arms  and  throat,  which 
looked  so  very  like  a  great  wax  doll's. 

As  Leonie  d'Arlot  went  downstairs  she 
could  not  help  saying  to  herself,  'If  these 
people  are  afraid,  how  can  I  expect  any  one 
else  to  help  me?'  It  seemed  a  much  more 
difficult  matter  altogether  than  she  had  ex- 
pected to  find  it.  On  the  steps,  as  she  was 
waiting  for  her  carriage,  an  idea  struck  her. 
Yes.  .  .  She  would  try.  .  .  At  all  events 
he  would  be  able  to  advise  her.  She 
hurriedly  gave  an  address  to  the  driver  and 
joined  Madame  Ebsen,  who  was  waiting  for 
her  in  the  carriage  as  feverishly  as  if  she 
had  half  expected  her  to  come  back  with 
Eline. 

'  Well  ? '  was  all  she  said,  however. 

'  Oh  !  Deborah  is  as  lazy  as  ever.  Her 
face  is  bad,  and  she  would  be  of  no  use 
to  us  at  present.  .  .  .  We  had  better  see 
Raverand.' 

'  Raverand  ? '  said  Madame  Ebsen,  who 
had  never  heard  so  much  as  the  name  of  the 
cleverest  and  most  acute  barrister  in  Paris. 

'  A  barrister  ?  Are  we  going  to  law, 
then  ?  ' 

The  very  thought  of  it  frightened  her. 
It  would  be  such  a  long  affair,  and  cost  so 
much  money. 

Leonie  did  her  best  to  quiet  her.  '  Per- 
haps it  won't  be  necessary,'  said  she,     ■  We 
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shall  see.  Raverand  is  a  friend  of  ours.' 
An  old  friend  of  her  father's,  thanks  to 
whom  she  had  managed  to  avoid  a  scandal 
when  her  happiness  was  wrecked. 

They  drove  to  an  ancient  house,  which 
had  somehow  escaped  destruction,  in  the 
Rue  St.  Guillaume — one  of  the  quietest 
corners  of  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain.  A 
house  with  massive  portals,  and  a  broad 
stone  staircase.  Raverand,  who  had  just 
returned  from  the  Palais  de  Justice,  had  the 
Countess  shown  into  his  study  at  once,  with- 
out passing  through  the  room  in  which  a 
number  of  impatient  people  were  waiting  to 
consult  him. 

'  What  can  I  do  to  oblige  you  ?'  said 
the  sfreat  lawyer.  '  Nothing  has  °;one  wronsj, 
I  hope  ? ' 

'  Nothing  has  gone  wrong  with  me,' 
replied  the  Countess,  '  but  a  dear  friend  of 
mine  is  in  trouble.' 

With  this  she  introduced  Madame 
Ebsen,  on  whom  Raverand  immediately 
fixed  his  sharp,  scrutinising  eyes.  The  poor 
woman  was  deeply  impressed  by  the  silence 
which  reigned  in  the  study,  and  the  earnest, 
piercing    look    of  the    lawyer.  What  a 

number  of  obstacles  there  seemed  to  be  in 
her  path  !  And  yet  it  all  appeared  so  simple. 
She  only  asked  for  her  child — her  Eline, 
whom  they  had  stolen  from  her. 

'  Tell  me  all  about  it,'  said  Raverand. 
Madame  Ebsen  had  not  been  able  to  hear 
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very  well  since  her  illness,  however,  so  he 
had  to  repeat  the  question. 

She  began,  but  her  anger  and  indigna- 
tion almost  choked  her.  All  the  words 
rushed  to  her  lips  at  once,  and  she  found 
herself  mixing  up  all  the  languages  she 
knew,  especially  Danish  and  German,  which 
were  more  familiar  to  her  than  any  others. 
The  efforts  she  made  to  tell  her  story  in 
French  caused  her  to  bundle  and  stutter 
more  than  once  before  she  had  finished. 
Her  Lina!  Her  pretty  Lina  !  Stolen  away 
from  her  !  All  she  cared  for  in  the  world  ! 
.  .  '  Do  you  understand  ? '  said  she,  after 
she  had  rambled  on  for  a  long  time  about 
Grandmother,  and  the  Lady  President,  and 
the  three-sou  Prayer-books,  and  the  potions 
they  gave  children  to  drink  at  Port-Sau- 
veur. 

'  Not  very  well,  I  must  confess,'  an- 
swered the  lawyer.  But,  as  Leonie  was 
about  to  come  to  her  relief,  he  checked  her, 
saying  to  Madame  Ebsen,  '  Your  daughter 
has  left  you,  then,  my  dear  Madam  ? ' 

'  No,  no ! '  replied  Madame  Ebsen  ; 
'  she  has  been   stolen  from  me.  They 

have  taken  away  my  child,  my  darling ! ' 

'  How,  and  when  ?' 

He  dragged  the  information  he  wanted 
from  her  piece  by  piece,  and  made  her  re- 
peat every  line  of  that  terrible  letter  which 
seemed  graven  on  her  brain  :  '  Your  affec- 
tionate daughter,  Eline  Ebsen.' 
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'  Have  you  had  no  news  from  her  since 
she  left  ? ' 

'  I  have  had  two  letters,  Sir;  one  from 
London,  the  other  from  Zurich.  But  she  is 
not  at  either  place.' 

'  Show  me  the  letter  from  Zurich,'  said 
Raverand. 

First,  she  took  a  thimble  out  of  her 
pocket,  and  then  a  pair  of  spectacles,  and 
then  a  photograph  of  her  daughter,  which 
never  left  her,  and  finally  she  brought  up  a 
letter  which  she  unfolded  and  handed  to  the 
lawyer.  He  read  it  out  slowly,  as  though 
trying  to  get  at  its  most  secret  meaning. 
The  unfortunate  woman  was  beirinninsj  to 
interest  him. 

'  My  dear  Mother'  (so  it  ran), — 'As  I 
am  most  anxious  not  to  leave  you  without 
news  of  me,  I  will  no  longer  delay  writing. 
I  have  been  deeply  pained  to  hear  that  you 
have  not  shrunk  irom  endeavouring,  by 
underhand  devices  and  falsehoods,  to  injure 
people  who  have  never  done  me  anything 
but  good.  You  have  made  it  impossible  for 
me  to  reveal  to  you  the  place  to  which  the 
service  of  Clod  has  called  me,  or  to  express 
all  the  respect  that  has  ever  been  felt  for 
you  by  your  affectionate  child  in  Jesus, 

'  Ei.inu:  EpjShn.' 

'  A  case  of  religious  hysteria,'  said 
Raverand  gravely,  after  a  short  pause. 
'  Try  Dr.  Bouchereau,' 
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The  words  conveyed  no  meaning  to  the 
mother.  All  she  knew  was  that  her  daugh- 
ter would  never,  could  never,  have  written 
her  such  a  letter  if  she  had  not  been  made 
to  drink  that  potion.  Seeing  the  lawyer 
smile  incredulously,  she  put  her  hand  into 
her  pocket  again  and  showed  him  a  paper 
covered  with  chemical  hieroglyphics,  and 
marked  with  the  stamp  of  one  of  the  first 
chemists  in  Paris.  The  doctor  who  had 
written  the  prescription  appeared  to  have 
made  free  use  of  such  strong  alkaloids  as 
strychnine,  atropina,  and  hyosciamina. 
'  After  Eline's  departure,'  said  Madame 
Ebsen,  '  I  found  a  box  of  pills  and  a  small 
phial  in  one  of  her  drawers,  too.'  These 
had  since  been  examined  and  found  to 
contain  a  preparation  of  belladonna  and  a 
decoction  of  St.  Ignatius  beans,1  strong 
enough  to  stupefy  and  even  to  madden  one. 

'  The  devil ! '  exclaimed  Raverand.  '  In 
the  year  of  grace  1880,  too  !  This  is  too 
much  of  a  good  thing.  How  old  is  your 
daughter  ? ' 

He  half  rose  in  his  chair,  and  stretched 
his  little  ferret  head  forward  to  listen,  as 
though  he  felt  he  had  a  good  case  now. 

'  She  will  soon  be  twenty,'  replied  the 
broken-hearted  mother,  in  a  melancholy 
tone  ;  for  it  seemed  doubly  hard  that  her 
child  should  have  been  taken  from  her  in 
the  glorious  flush  and  prime  of  her  youth. 

'  *S7,  Ignatius  bean — nux  vomica, 
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'  A  magnificent  case !  '  said  the  old 
lawyer,  thinking  aloud.  Leonie  d'Arlot  grew 
radiant. 

'  And  Madame  Ebsen  is  not  the  only- 
victim.  We  could  tell  you  of  other  mothers 
who  have  been  wronged  in  the  same  way, 
and  even  more  cruelly,'  said  she. 

'  What  is  the  woman's  name  ?  '  inquired 
Raverand,  excitedly,  much  to  Madame 
Ebsen's  amazement,  for  she  could  not  have 
believed  such  a  question  necessary- 

'  Why,  Madame  Autheman,  of  course,' 
said  Leonie. 

The  lawyer's  face  fell  in  an  instant,  and 
he  exclaimed  : 

'  Oh,  in  that  case  ' and  stopped,  out 

of  respect  for  the  dignity  of  his  profession. 
There  was  no  mistaking  his  meaning,  though. 
Evidently  he  saw  that  there  was  nothing 
to  be  done.  lie  advised  the  poor  woman 
to  avoid  the  useless  danger  of  a  lawsuit. 
The  Authemans  were  too  powerful,  so  en- 
tirely unimpeachable.  Their  reputation, 
moral  and  financial,  stood  so  high.  It  would 
be  best  to  have  patience — to  wait  for  a  good 
opportunity.  Eline  would  be  of  age  before 
they  could  end  a  lawsuit,  and  free  to  do  as 
she  liked.     Thus  Raverand,  the  acute. 

'  Is  there  no  such  thing  as  justice,  then  ! ' 
sadly  exclaimed  Madame  Ebsen,  in  the  very 
same  tones  as  the  peasant  at  Petit-Port, 
whose  sullen  grief  she  seemed  to  have  before 
her  eyes  in  that  despairing  moment.     But  a 
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card  had  just  been  brought  in  to  Raverand, 
and  he  had  already  risen. 

'  A  word  from  the  Garde  des  Sceaux — 
an  official  inquiry — might  help  you  to  find 
out  where  your  daughter  is,  at  least. 
But  I  doubt  whether  any  Minister  would 
undertake  the  responsibility  of  such  a  mea- 
sure .  unless.  Are  you  not  a 
foreigner,  by-the-bye  ?  Ah,  I  thought  so. 
You  had  better  go  and  see  your  consul.' 

As  he  accompanied  them  to  the  door,  he 
whispered  to  the  Countess 

'  After  all,  her  child  is  not  unhappy.' 

'  No  ;  but  ihe  mother ! ' 

'  All  mothers  are  martyrs,'  said  Raver- 
and. '  But,  to  change  the  subject,  how  are 
your  own  affairs  going  ?  What  is  your 
husband  doin^  ? ' 

'  I  don't  know.' 

'  Still  relentless  ?  ' 

•  Yes.' 

'  And  yet  the  Count  seemed  to  me  to  be 
settling  down.  He  has  taken  to  politics.  His 
last  speech  in  the  Chamber  was  very  sensible.' 

'  Good-bye,  my  friend,'  hastily  said 
Leonie. 

When  they  got  into  the  carriage  again 
the  mother's  teeth  were  chattering.  '  I'm 
cold,'  she  exclaimed.  '  Will  you  please  take 
me  home,  Leonie  ? ' 

'  Not  yet,  not  yet,'  said  Madame  d'Arlot. 
'We  will  try  the  consul  first.  Where  does 
he  live  ? ' 
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'  In  the  Faubourg  Poissonniere.  M. 
Desnos.' 

Desnos  was  a  furniture  maker  in  a  large 
way  of  business,  who  had  got  himself  ap- 
pointed consul  with  a  view  to  pushing  his 
trade.  Of  the  language,  laws,  customs,  and 
the  very  geographical  situation  of  the  country 
he  represented,  he  knew  absolutely  nothing. 
His  offices  were  on  the  right-hand  side  of  a 
covered  courtyard,  at  the  end  of  which  was 
an  immense  workshop,  filled  with  noisy 
lathes,  saws,  and  steam-engines.  In  the 
office  you  were  greeted  by  the  sound  of 
scratchy  pens,  the  rustling  of  the  leaves  in 
the  ledgers,  and  the  hum  of  the  gas  by  the 
light  of  which  a  number  of  clerks  were 
writing. 

Count  d'Arlot's  name  secured  them 
prompt  attention  here  as  it  had  done  at  the 
lawyer's.  Desnos  had  the  ladies  shown  into 
his  comfortable  private  room  at  once.  It 
was  separated  from  the  workshop  by  a  glass 
door,  through  which  you  saw  long  rows  of 
men  in  blouses  at  work. 

'Is  the  gas  lit  upstairs?'  asked  the 
manufacturer,  taking  it  for  granted  that  his 
visitors  had  come  to  look  at  some  furniture. 
When  he  heard  the  real  nature  of  their 
errand,  his  good-tempered  face  grew  gloomy 
directly. 

'  The  consulate  hours  are  from  two  to 
four,  by  rights,  ladies,'  said  he  ;  '  but,  as  you 
aje  here,  I  shall  of  course  be  happy  to  attend 
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to  you.'  With  that  he  folded  his  hands  over 
his  well-filled,  respectable  waistcoat,  and 
went  on  listening  to  the  pleasant  hum  of  the 
steam-engines  in  the  workshop. 

'  Bless  my  soul ! '  he  exclaimed,  when  they 
had  ended  their  story.  '  What  an  unlikely 
story  !  Poison  and  child-stealing !  That 
sort  of  thing  might  go  clown  at  Ambigu, 
but  really  it  won't  do  here,  in  the  very  heart 
of  Paris,  amidst  all  these  Edison  lamps  and 
telephones.'  Desnos   got    quite    indig- 

nant. Me  really  could  not  listen  to  another 
word.  Why,  Autheman  was  his  banker ! 
The  richest,  safest,  most  respectable  bank  in 
Paris.  It  was  quite  impossible  people  like 
the  Authemans  could  be  guilty  of  such 
crimes.  Me  protested,  speaking  to  the 
Countess  all  the  time,  as  though  her  com- 
panion was  too  insignificant  to  be  taken  any 
notice  of — '  I  should  strongly  advise  you  not 
to  spread  these  calumnious  reports  about, 
Madame.  The  honour  of  all  commercial 
Paris  is  bound  up  in  the  honour  of  the 
Authemans.'  And  he  bowed  them  out  un- 
ceremoniously. Business  was  business,  and 
time  was  precious  at  the  end  of  the  week. 
If  he  could  be  of  service  to  the  Countess 
in  any  other  way,  she  had  only  to  call  at 
the  consulate.  The  hours  were  two  to  four. 
She  had  better  ask  for  M.  Dahrelupe. 

The  workshop  was  as  full  of  noise  and 
bustle  as  ever  when  the  ladies  got  back  to 
the  dark  courtyard.     Trucks  and  hand-carts 
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were  rolling  and  rumblingf  over  the  stones, 
and  the  ground  shook  and  trembled  as 
though  a  train  were  passing  over  it.  It  was 
no  easy  matter  to  pick  their  way  through  the 
confusion  and  reach  the  street.  The  work- 
men, unloading  wood,  hustled  them  roughly 
as  they  passed.  A  clumsy  truck  all  but  ran 
into  them,  and  poor,  deaf,  timid  Madame 
Ebsen  uttered  a  cry  of  terror  as  the  wheels 
slightly  grazed  her.  Leonie  took  her  com- 
passionately by  the  hand,  wondering  to  her- 
self what  would  become  of  the  unfortunate 
creature  if  she  were  left  alone  in  her  distress. 
No,  she  could  not  abandon  her.  They 
must  have  that  official  inquiry  Raverand 
had  spoken  of.  '  M.  d'Arlot  shall  go  and 
see  the  Minister,'  she  promised,  when  they 
were  seated  in  the  carriage.  '  Oh,  how  kind 
you  are,  dear  ! '  gratefully  replied  the  mother. 
And  in  the  darkness,  the  Countess  felt  the 
scalding  tears  drop  on  her  gloves. 

It  was  no  small  sacrifice  Leonie  was 
making  for  her  old  friend.  She  was  about 
to  ask  a  favour  of  her  husband  for  her — of 
a  man  who  was  a  perfect  stranger  to  her, 
though  they  lived  under  the  same  roof.  She 
brooded  over  all  her  wrongs  again,  as  they 
drove  home,  and  found  time  had  not  made 
them  a  bit  less  shameful,  not  a  bit  less  cruel 
to  think  upon.  Her  husband's  ruthless  be- 
trayal of  her  still  rankled  in  her  heart.  She 
could  not  have  forgotten,  if  she  had  wished 
to,  even,  how  she  had  surprised  the  lovers 
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that  day — the  ingenuous  little  bride  who 
used  to  call  her  '  sister,'  and  her  paramour — 
or  how  low  and  gross  was  the  love  she  had 
surprised. 

What  had  her  husband  done  to  expiate 
his  baseness  ?  What  effort  had  he  made  to 
win  her  pardon  ?  He  was  always  at  his 
club  or  with  his  mistresses ,  or  had  been 
till,  six  months  before,  he  had  grown  weary 
of  the  worn-out  ballet-dancer  whom  he  had 
last  '  protected,'  and  taken  to  politics — which 
were  not  so  very  much  more  decent,  after  all, 
than  the  worn-out  ballet-dancer,  who,  it  ap- 
peared, kept  an  equivocal  fancy-shop  in  the 
Avenue  de  1' Opera.  He  would  be  glad 
enough  to  return  to  the  old  footing,  no  doubt, 
though  he  had  not  dared  to  hint  at  such 
a  thing  ;  for  he  needed  a  place  to  receive 
his  political  friends  in,  and  it  would  be  ex- 
tremely useful  to  him  to  have  his  wife  go 
into  society  again  and  forget  the  past.  But, 
no.  That  could  never  be.  Never !  They 
were  separated,  and  should  be,  till  death 
parted  them  for  ever. 

Next  moment,  however,  came  the  re- 
action. She  thought  of  the  weary  hollow- 
ness  of  her  life,  which  not  all  the  sermons 
she  heard,  nor  the  long  hours  of  prayer  at 
Ste.  Clotilde's,  could  fill.  Her  child  was  there 
to  save  her  from  ever  falling  herself  if  the 
temptation  came ;  but  was  such  negative 
virtue  enough  for  happiness  ?  '  Raverand  is 
right,'  she  sighed  ;  '  I  am  relentless.' 
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Less  relentless  far,  however,  than  she 
had  been  a  few  hours  before.  The  mother's 
tears  shed  on  her  hand  that  clay  had  softened 
her  and  made  her  more  womanly  The 
Ebsen  drama  had  roused  her  from  the 
mystic  torpor  in  which  she  had  so  long- 
been  lying,  hoping,  expecting  no  consolation 
but  in  death. 

She  found  the  lights  lit  in  the  drawing- 
room  on  her  return.  It  was  the  first  time 
such  a  thing  had  happened  for  a  long,  long 
while  past.  Her  little  daughter  was  seated 
on  a  high  stool  at  the  piano,  playing  an 
exercise  under  the  direction  ot  her  old 
governess.  The  Count  was  watching  the 
child's  tiny  fingers  as  they  toiled  over  the 
keys,  and  a  large  shaded  lamp  shed  its  soft 
rays  upon  the  family  group. 

'  We're  having  a  little  music  before 
dinner,'  said  the  Count,  with  a  faint  smile 
that  wrinkled  the  big,  battered  nose  which 
gave  him  such  a  benevolent  and  majestic 
look  in  the  Chamber. 

The  homelike  look  of  it  all  took  her  so 
by  surprise  that  she  began  an  apology  for 
being  so  late.  Yielding  to  a  sudden  impulse, 
however,  she  stopped,  and  exclaimed,  '  I 
have  a  favour  to  ask  of  you,  Henri.' 

Henri  !  It  was  years   since  he  had 

heard  himself  called  by  the  name  ;  for,  in  the 
Avenue  de  l'Opera,  he  was  known  only  by 
the  endearing  sobriquet  of  Biquette.  When 
the  governess  had  removed  the  child  and  she 
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had  taken  off  her  gloves  and  bonnet,  Leonle 
told  him  of  all  Madame  Ebsen's  misfortunes 
and  of  the  awe  with  which  the  Authemans 
inspired  everybody,  and  of  Raverand's  sug- 
gestion that  they  should  appeal  to  the  Garde 
dcs  Sceaux.  She  was  standing  in  front  ot 
the  fireplace,  looking  wonderfully  charming 
and  sweet  with  the  slight  flush  upon  her 
cheek,  as  she  warmed  her  dainty  feet  at  the 
fire.  But  this  was  no  trifle  she  was  asking-. 
It  would  be.  very  difficult  to  appeal  to  the 
Minister  just  then,  for  the  Right  and  the 
Left  were  engaged  in  a  fierce  struggle.  The 
decrees  against  the  monks  and  that  bill  on 
the  magistracy 

She  drew    closer   to  him  and  looked  at 
him  with  her  pretty  hazel  eyes 

'  Please  do  this  for  me,  Henri ! ' 
'  I  would  do  anything  for  you,  my  dear.' 
He  was  on  the  point  of  clasping  her  in 
his  arms,  when  the  door  was  flung  wide  open 
and  an  automaton  lackey  announced  that 
dinner  was  served.  Henri  d'Arlot  offered 
the  Countess  his  arm,  and,  as  they  walked 
into  the  dining-room,  where  the  child  sat 
eyeing  them  inquisitively,  he  fancied  he  felt 
the  fair,  round  arm  in  his  press  against  him 
slightly,  and  tremble. 

And  this  was  all  that  came  of  Madame 
Ebsen's  exertions. 
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CHAPTER     XIV. 

THE    LAST    LETTER. 

'  Pride — all  pride.  The  woman's  full  of  it. 
She  has  neither  heart  nor  bowels  of  com- 
passion. The  Anglican  plague  has  killed 
all  feeling  in  her.  .  Hard  and  cold,  I  say, 
as      .      as  this  piece  of  marble.' 

Saying  which,  the  old  Dean,  who  was 
seated  in  front  of  the  fireplace,  struck  the 
mantelpiece  so  fiercely  with  the  tongs  that 
Goody  quietly  took  them  away  from  him. 
He  was  so  absorbed  in  the  story  of  his 
visit  to  the  Hotel  Autheman,  however,  that 
he  did  not  notice  their  disappearance. 

'  I  reasoned  with  her,  and  implored,  and 
threatened.  All    I    got   for  answer  was 

scraps  of  sermons,  edifying  talk  of  the  falling 
off  in  faith,  and  the  need  of  shining  ex- 
amples. The  jade  speaks  well.  .  . 
Too  much  of  that  jargon  about  Canaan,  of 
course,  but  eloquent  and  earnest,  undoubt- 
edly. I  do  not  wonder  she  turned  that 
little  head.  See  what  power  she  has 
even  over  Crouzat.  Well,  I  gave  her 
my  opinion  of  her  plainly,  at  all  events ! ' 
said  the  Dean,  rising  and  pacing  excitedly 
up  and  down  the  room. 

'  "  Who  arc  you  ? "  Madame  said.  "  Who 
has   given    you   authority   to    speak   in    this 


THE  LAST  LETTER.  259 

tone  ?  God  ?  Nay,  it  is  not  God  guides  you. 
In  all  you  do  I  see  only  the  reflection  of  your 
own  cold,  cruel  soul,  which  seems  to  have 
a  quarrel  with  life,  and  to  be  always  thirst- 
ing to  avenge  some  wrong  done  you." ' 

'  And  her  husband  stood  by  without 
saying  anything  ? '  inquired  the  little  old 
lacly,  in  great  consternation. 

'  He  did  not  say  a  word.  He  only  smiled 
in  his  usual  equivocal  waj',  and  looked  at  me 
with  that  fixed,  scorching  eye  of  his.' 

'  Well,  sit  down,  now.  Look  what  a 
state  you  have  put  yourself  into  ! '  said  Ma- 
dame Aussandon,  going  to  the  back  of  the 
chair  in  which  her  hero  was  at  last  resting, 
to  wipe  his  full,  broad,  thoughtful  fore- 
head, and  relieve  him  of  his  scarf.  '  Vou 
must  really  not  excite  yourself  like  that.' 

'  How  can  I  help  it  ?  Think  what  a 
wrong  and  a  misfortune  it  is  !  .  .  .  I  ieel 
quite  grieved  for  poor  Lorie.' 

'  Oh,  never  mind  him,'  said  Madame 
Aussandon,  with  a  gesture  which  showed 
she  had  not  yet  pardoned  his  having  lor  a 
time  been  preferred  to  her  son. 

'  But  her  mother !  Think  of  the  poor 
mother  not  even  knowing  where  her 
daughter  is  !  Just  imagine  yourself  in  her 
place,  confronting  this  woman  ?  What 
would  you  do  ?  ' 

'I'd  I'd    bite    her    head    off!'    she 

replied,    with   such   a    terrible    snap    of   that 
projecting   jaw    of    hers    that,    feeling    en- 
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couraged  by  his  wife's  anger,  he  laughed 
outright,  and  ventured  a  little  further. 

'  Oh,  but  they  have  not  done  with  me 
yet,  you  know !  Nothing  shall  prevent  me 
from  speaking  out  and  holding  them  up  to 
public  indignation.  Aye,  even  if  I  lose  my 
place,  I'll  do  it!' 

It  was  an  unlucky  speech,  and  brought 
the  cood  woman  to  her  sober  senses  in  a 
minute.  No,  no,  she  would  not  hear  of  it. 
Lose  his  place,  indeed  ! 

'  You'll  have  the  goodness  not  to  stir 
one  step  in  the  matter ! '  she  exclaimed. 
'You  understand,   Albert?' 

'  Don't  say  that,  Goody,'  said  poor 
Albert,  beseechingly.  But  Goody  would  not 
be  persuaded.  If  they  had  had  only  them- 
selves to  think  of,  it  might  not  have  mat- 
tered ;  but  there  were  the  boys.  Louis  was 
expecting  his  promotion,  and  Frederic  had 
not  been  appointed  to  that  post  yet,  and 
the  Major  was  hoping  to  get  his  decora- 
tion. Why,  by  lifting  his  little  finger 
Autheman*  could  dash  all  their  hopes  to  the 
around. 

'  But  my  duty  ? '  feebly  expostulated  the 
Dean,  who  had  almost  yielded  already. 

'  You  did  your  duty  to-day,'  replied  his 
wife,  '  and  more  than  your  duty.  Do  you 
suppose  the  Authemans  will  ever  pardon  you 
for  speaking  to  them  like  that  ?  Just  you 
listen  to  me  ! ' 

She  took  him  by  the  hand,  and  argued 
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the  matter  out  to  the  bitter  end.  How  would 
he  like  to  attend  all  those  weddings  and 
funerals  at  his  age  ?  Was  he  not  himself 
always  saying,  '  At  the  top  of  the  hill !  At 
the  top  of  the  hill  ! '  Surely  he  had  not 
forgotten  the  trouble  he  had  had  in  climbing 
it  ?  Only  think  of  it.  A  pretty  thing  it 
would  be,  truly,  if  he  had  to  begin  life  over 
again,  and  he  seventy-five  ! 

'  Goody ! '  he  once  more  implored,  for 
conscience  sake.  His  wife's  arguments  were 
the  very  same  as  those  he  had  just  been 
hearing  from  the  lips  of  his  colleagues  at  the 
Faculty  of  Theology,  as  he  walked  up  and 
down  the  cold  little  quadrangle.  Human 
selfishness  is  merciless.  He  was  fain  to 
acknowledge  to  himself  that  the  idea  of 
having  to  climb  the  hill  again  with  his  old 
legs  was  alarming.  Worse  than  all  was  the 
thought  of  the  dreadful  domestic  storms  he 
would  have  to  expect  if  he  were  audacious 
enough  to  carry  out  the  plan  he  had  formed 
after  leaving-  the  Authemans.  Yet  how  could 
he  face  that  poor  mother  if  he  did  nothing  ? 
She  had  come  to  him  so  trustingly,  believing 
him  to  be  ihe  one  brave  spot  in  the  world 
of  cowardice  ;  and  now  he  was  about  to  turn 
his  back  like  the  rest  of  them,  and  would 
have  either  to  shut  his  eyes  to  the  sight  of 
her  great  sorrow,  or  deceive  her  with  vague, 
untruthful  promises  and  condolence.  Ah, 
what  a  valiant  pastor  he  made  for  those 
hypocrites  and  cowards  ! 
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For  many  days  after  this  old  Aussandon 
found  neither  peace  nor  comfort  as  he 
laboured  on  the  top  of  that  hill  of  his. 
Remorse,  clinging,  cruel  remorse,  sat  at 
his  side,  go  where  he  would  to  get  rid  of 
it.  It  followed  him  into  the  sordid  Faubourg 
St.  Jacques,  and  waited  for  him  at  the  corner 
of  the  Boulevard  Ara^o  while  he  delivered 
his  lectures.  He  did  not  even  dare  to  do 
any  gardening,  although  it  was  sowing  time, 
for  in  the  garden  his  remorse  took  a  human 
shape,  and  dogged  him  in  the  form  of  a 
pale-faced,  weeping  mother,  who  sat  at  a 
window  wondering  what  religion  would  do 
to  help  her,  now  that  religion  had  taken 
from  her  all  she  loved. 

She  soon  found  out  that  he  had  aban- 
doned her,  like  the  rest,  and  was  not  much 
astonished.  Fear  deprived  her  of  some  of 
her  friends.  Pit)-  for  her  took  away  many 
of  the  others.  Pit)-,  for  they  knew  that 
they  grieved  vainly  for  her  grief,  and  were 
powerless  to  lighten  it.  There  were  the 
sceptics,  too,  who  refused  to  believe  in  a 
story  that  smacked  so  much  of  Anne  Rad- 
cliffe,  and  went  about  wagging  their  heads 
knowingly,  and  muttering,  '  There  must  be 
something  behind  all  this.' 

Yes.  Paris  is  enlightened  ;  Paris  is  full 
of  generous  ideas  and  progress.  But  adven- 
tures and  misadventures  follow  each  other 
in  the  great  city  like  the  short,  crisp  waves 
of  the   Mediterranean.     No  sooner  has  one 
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wave  broken  than  it  is  washed  into  oblivion 
by  the  next.  Nothing  is  stable  ;  nothing  lasts. 
'  Poor  Madame  Ebsen  !  How  very  dreadful!' 
said  Paris  for  a  day  or  two.  But  next  week 
the  fire  at  the  '  Magasins  de  l'Univers,'  and 
the  double  suicide,  and  the  woman  who  had 
been  cut  to  pieces  and  dished  up  in  the 
columns  of  the  i  Temps,'  drove  Madame 
Ebsen  and  her  woes  out  of  its  head.  The 
one  house  in  which  she  had  hitherto  invari- 
ably found  friends  who  sympathised  with  her 
was  closed.  The  Count  and  Countess  d'Arlot 
left  suddenly  for  Nice,  after  receiving  a  confi- 
dential report  on  the  private  inquiry  which 
had  been  made  by  the  Corbeil  magistrates. 

The  report  was  drawn  up  very  cleverly — 
wittily  even — and  gave  a  minute  description 
of  the  Chateau,  schools,  and  Retreat  at  Port- 
Sauveur,  together  with  the  names  of  all  the 
workwomen  then  living  there  — 

Sophie  Chalmette,  aged  36,  of  La  Rochelle. 
Marie  Souchotte,  aged  20,  of  Petit-Port. 
Bastienne  Gelinot,  aged  18,  of  Athis-Mons. 
Louise  Braun,  aged  27,  of  Berne. 
Catherine  Looth,  aged  32,  of  the  United  States. 

Eline  Ebsen,  added  the  report,  was 
travelling  for  the  Mission  in  Switzerland, 
Germany,  and  England,  but  had  no  settled 
place  of  residence,  and  wrote  regularly  to 
her  mother. 

For  some  time  past,  it  was  true,  Madame 
Ebsen   had,   thanks   to    Pastor    Birk,   been 
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given  frequent  opportunities  of  correspond- 
ing with  her  daughter.  But  all  her  letters 
were  first  directed  to  Port-Sauveur,  and 
there  re-addressed.  At  first  her  letters  were 
furious  and  despairing,  filled  with  heart- 
rending appeals  to  her  filial  affection,  and 
threats  of  vengeance  on  the  bankers.  But 
their  tone  changed  quickly  when  she  found 
that  Eline  refused  to  reply  to  the  insults 
heaped  upon  friends  so  respected  and  re- 
spectable. Since  then  the  mother's  letters 
had  grown  humble  and  timid,  and  had  con- 
tained little  but  touching  pictures  of  her 
lonely  and  desolate  existence,  which  had 
been  powerless  to  soften  the  cold  and  reso- 
lute spirit  of  the  young  girl's  letters.  They 
had  become  as  stiff  and  regular  as  her 
English  handwriting — brought  her  mother 
little  but  formal  inquiries  after  her  health  ; 
vague  and  fanatical  phrases  anent  the  wor- 
ship of  God  ;  and  mystical  effusions  in  which 
her  affectionate  feelings  in  Jesus  replaced  the 
old,  simple  farewell  kiss. 

Nothing  could  well  be  stranger  than  this 
epistolary  dialogue — the  preaching,  ranting 
jargon  of  the  daughter,  and  the  natural  ten- 
derness of  the  mother  Heaven  and  earth 
may  have  been  speaking  through  them,  but 
they  were  too  far  apart  to  hope  ever  to 
understand  each  other,  and  the  sensitive 
conducting  wires  hung,  snapped  and  float- 
ing, in  mid-air.  The  mother  wrote  : — '  Dear 
child,  where  are  you  ?    What  are  you  doing  ? 
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I  think  of  you,  and  weep,  daily.  Yester- 
day was  All  Souls'  Day,  and  I  was  at  the 
cemetery.  I  send  you  a  little  nosegay  which 
I  gathered  at  Grandmother's  grave.' 

The  child  replied  '  I  thank  you  for  re- 
membering me,  mother.  Yet  it  is  sweeter 
far  to  possess  a  living  and  eternal  Saviour, 
than  these  miserable  flowers.  I  pray  fer- 
vently, dear  mother,  that  you  may  be  par- 
doned by  our  Blessed  Lord,  and  that  He  will 
grant  you  His  peace  and  the  comtort  which 
He  giveth  freely  to  all  men.' 

Painful  and  cold  though  they  were,  these 
letters  were  the  mother's  greatest  comfort. 
When  they  arrived  she  dried  her  tears.  The 
expectation  of  them  gave  her  an  interest  in 
life,  and  strength  to  resist  the  temptation  to 
commit  rash  deeds.  Good  M.  Birk  was  in 
deadly  fear  that  she  would  do  something 
irreparably  foolish  in  her  despair.  Who 
knew  whether  she  might  not  lie  in  wait  for 
Madame  Autheman's  carriage  some  night, 
and  throw  herself  under  the  wheels,  cry- 
ing, '  My  child  !  Where  is  my  child  ! '  Or 
she  might  set  off  for  London,  or  Switzerland, 
and  institute  an  inquiry  of  her  own,  as 
she  had  been  advised  to  do  at  the  inquiry 
office. 

'  My  poor  friend,  my  poor  friend,'  said 
Birk,  'you  must  not  think  of  it.'  It  would 
ruin  her  to  go  on  these  journeys ;  and  as  to 
attempting  any  public  demonstration,  why,  it 
might  lead  to  her  being  thrown  into  prison—. 
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or  worse.  What  he  meant  by  worse,  Birk 
never  very  clearly  explained  ;  but  he  spoke 
with  such  an  impressive  air  of  mystery  that 
he  succeeded  in  alarming  her.  Taking  her 
hands  in  his  own — which  always  smelt  of 
pomade,  like  the  long  locks  he  was  so  fond 
of  stroking  —  he  soothed  her  by  fair  pro- 
mises. '  Trust  me,'  said  he,  '  I  shall  do  my 
utmost.  You  will  get  your  child  back  if  you 
are  only  patient.' 

What  mistakes  we  make  about  people ! 
thought  Madame  Ebsen.  This  man,  whose 
honeyed  words  and  cupidity  she  had  so  dis- 
trusted, was  now  the  only  person,  but  Lorie, 
who  still  came  to  see  her,  and  showed  some 
interest  in  her  doings.  He  had  even  invited 
her  to  partake  of  the  national  Riseugroed  with 
him,  in  that  comfortable  bachelor's  apartment 
which  was  so  daintly  adorned  with  the  offer- 
ings of  his  fair  parishioners  ;  and  he  never 
bade  her  goodbye  without  saying.  '  You 
should  realiv  trv  to  divert  your  thoughts 
more,  my  poor  friend.' 

But  how  could  she  divert  them  when  they 
turned  steadily  and  persistently  to  one  all- 
absorbing  idea  ?  Elinc-  had  taken  neither 
clothes  nor  linen  away  with  her,  and  the  whole 
house  seemed  full  of  her.  The  most  trifling 
things — an  open  drawer,  or  a  scent-bottle 
— brought  back  the  memory  of  the  girl  to 
her  mother.  The  long,  green  book  in  which 
she  had  been  in  the  habit  of  making  private 
notes  and  inscribing  her  daily  expenses,  op- 
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posite  to  the  sums  which  she  had  collected 
for  her  lessons,  lay  on  the  table,  and  told  how 
honest,  brave,  and  hardworking  she  had 
been — how  much  she  had  thought  of  other 
people's  happiness.  '  A  mantle  for  Fanny,' 
you  read  on  one  page.  On  another,  '  Lent 
to  Henriette.'  A  little  further,  on  the  mar- 
gin of  the  page  headed  St.  Elizabeth's  Day 
(the  fete-day  of  Madame  Ebsen),  close  to  the 
entries  for  bouquets  and  presents,  was  this 
line,  written  in  a  childish  hand,  1 1  love  dear 
Mama! 

A  most  sensible  book  it  was,  altogether. 
One  of  those  books  formerly  treasured  up 
by  families,  and  of  which  old  Montaigne 
says,  '  Pleasing  to  see,  and  well  fitted  to 
remove  sorrow.'  But  the  sorrow  of  Madame 
Ebsen  only  grew  more  bitter  as  she  and 
Lorie  turned  the  leaves  of  the  green  book 
together  of  an  evening.  The  tears  rose  to 
their  eyes  at  the  sight  of  it,  and  they  dared 
not  look  each  other  in  the  face. 

To  poor  Lorie  Eline's  departure  seemed 
almost  like  a  second  bereavement ;  a  be- 
reavement even  harder  to  bear  than  the 
first,  for  his  grief  was  mingled  with  the 
humiliation  he  felt  at  having  failed  to  fill 
the  heart  of  this  young  girl,  who  had  seemed 
so  calm,  and  yet  had  craved  so  passionately 
for  excitement.  It  was  some  comfort  to 
his  wounded  self-respect  (though  he  would 
not  have  owned  it),  to  know  that  he  was 
not    the    only    person    she     had     forsaken. 
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In  their  common  affliction  he  and  Eline's 
mother  were  drawn  closer  to  each  other  and 
resumed  their  old  affectionate  intimacy.  On 
returning  from  the  office  he  would  go  upstairs 
to  hear  whether  Madame  Ebsen  had  had 
an)'  news,  and  he  would  linger  for  hours 
by  the  fireplace,  listening'  to  the  same  sad 
story,  the  same  mother's  sobs  ;  and  as  he 
marked  how  quiet  the  little  parlour  had 
become,  and  yet  how  little  the  sights  and 
sounds  around  them  had  changed,  he  looked 
instinctively  towards  Grandmodier's  iavourite 
corner,  once  so  often  brightened  by  Eline's 
rippling  laughter.  And  behold  it  was  full 
of  shadows  and  the  silence  which  comes  after 
death  or  partings. 

As  she  was  alone  all  da}',  Madame  Ebsen 
often  went  out  in  the  evenings,  when  she 
had  done  her  housekeeping,  to  call  on  friends. 
The  '  wallflowers  '  who  had  former!)"  come 
to  her  Sunday  gatherings,  let  her  run  on  as 
she  liked  about  the  abduction  and  the 
mysterious  St.  Ignatius  beans.  Her  stories 
did  not  weary  them  or  ruffle  their  com- 
posure. Sometimes,  too,  with  the  physical 
restlessness  that  often  accompanies  fixed 
mental  pain  (as  though  the  body  was  striving 
to  counteract  the  unnatural  strain  on  the 
mind),  she  would  go  out  into  the  streets  and 
join  the  thousands  ol  aimless,  purposeless 
wanderers  who  lounge  at  shop-windows,  or 
idle  on  bridges,  and  feel  the  same  indiffer- 
ence   to    all    the    sights    that    greet   them 


THE  LAS'2   LETTER.  269 

whether  they  be  flowing-  rivers,  or  stumbling 
omnibus  horses,  or  fashionable  milliners' 
shops.  Who  knows  how  many  inventors, 
poets,  enthusiasts,  criminals,  and  madmen 
there  may  be  amongst  those  waking  sleep- 
walkers, wandering  about  the  great  city 
to  dream  or  escape  remorse!  In  the 
densest  crowd  they  seem  alone.  Idlers 
though  they  be,  none  are  busier.  Nor  does 
anything  distract  them  from  their  fixed 
idea.  Neither  the  clouds  they  stare  at, 
nor  the  men  they  jostle,  nor  the  book  they 
may  be  holding  in  their  hand,  and  seem  to 
read. 

Madame  Ebsen's  wanderings  always  led 
her  to  the  same  spot,  the  Hotel  Autheman, 
to  which  she  had  several  times  tried  to  get 
admission,  in  the  hope  of  gleaning  informa- 
tion about  her  daughter  from  the  servants. 
But  she  lacked  the  golden  bribe  that 
brightens  the  brains  of  hirelings,  and  had 
to  rest  satisfied  with  prowling  round  the 
house,  to  which  an  unconquerable  instinct 
drew  her,  even  when  she  knew  her  daughter 
could  not  be  in  France.  She  would  walk  up 
and  down  in  front  of  the  building  for  hours 
together,  looking  at  the  high,  dingy  walls 
and  irregular  windows  at  the  bottom  of  the 
courtyard — where  the  carriages  were  wait- 
ing, and  men  with  steel  chains  attached  to 
their  coats  were  going  in  and  out  loaded  with 
sacks  of  silver  coin  and  bundles  of  bank 
notes.      Grave  people  met   and   chatted  on 
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the  steps  of  the  bank,  but  they  made  no 
noise.  All  you  heard  was  a  low,  unceasing 
tinkle — a  silvery  murmur,  no  louder  than  the 
sound  of  an  invisible  stream  into  which  tiny 
rivulets  emptied  themselves  all  day,  till  it 
swelled  and  swelled  into  the  broad,  rushing 
river  called  the  fortune  of  the  Authemans, 
and  flooded  the  world  ;  an  impetuous  torrent, 
which  the  strongest  feared,  and  the  most 
staunch  and  honest  found  irresistible. 

Now  and  then  the  sight  of  the  brown 
carriage  and  pair  issuing  from  the  great 
doorway,  and  the  cruel,  imperious  profile 
visible  through  the  windows;  gave  her  a 
momentary  longing  to  commit  the  wild  act 
of  folly  she  had  been  warned  against.  But 
the  recollection  of  Rirk's  threats,  the  fear 
of  being  sent  to  prison,  '  or  worse,'  to  the 
terrible  place  the  pastor  shrank  from  naming, 
invariably  stopped  her.  With  what  a  beat- 
intr  heart  and  tone  of  anguish  she  asked, 
'  Nothing  for  me  yet,  Madame  Blot  ?'  when 
she  returned  from  these  long  rambles,  after 
having  allowed  as  much  time  as  she  could 
for  the  long-expected,  unlikely  something  to 
happen.  Once  or  twice  a  cold  message 

from  her  '  affectionate  child '  reached  her  ; 
but  never,  never  the  unlikely  something  she 
hoped  for  almost  against  hope. 

One    day    she  was    startled    by    a    loud, 
sudden     ring     that     seemed     familiar. 
Trembling  in    every   limb,  she  went  to  the 
door,  where  two  affectionate  arms  were  flung 
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round  her  by  Henriette  Briss.  .  .  She  had 
a  little  summer  bonnet  on,  though  they  were 
in  midwinter,  and  the  snow  was  trickling 
down  her  cheeks.  She  had  just  left  her 
situation  at  the  Russian  Ambassador's  in 
Copenhagen.  .  .  Such  charming  people, 
said  Henriette,  but — vulgar  !  Besides,  she 
had  found  it  impossible  to  stay  away  from 
Paris  long,  although  her  former  superior  at 
the  Convent  of  the  Sacre  Cceur  was  always 
telling'  her  Paris  was  as  dangerous  to  her  as 
a  razor  in  the  hands  of  a  child. 

Henriette  entered  the  well-known  little 
parlour  while  she  rambled  on,  not  remarking, 
in  the  flow  of  her  own  high  spirits,  how  care- 
worn and  sad  the  mother's  face  had  become. 
All  at  once,  checking  herself  and  turning 
towards  Madame  Ebsen  with  a  sudden  goat- 
like  start,  she  exclaimed,  '  Why,  where  is 
Lina  ?     Hasn't  she  come  home  yet  ? ' 

A  sob  was  the  answer  she  got.  Come 
home  ?  Lina  ?  Ah,  there  was  no  Lina  there 
any  more  !  '  They  have  stolen  her  away,'  she 
at  last  managed  to  ejaculate.     '  I  am  alone.' 

It  was  a  minute  or  two  before  Henriette 
understood  her.  Even  when  the  meaning  of 
the  words  dawned  on  her,  she  vowed  she 
could  not  believe  that  so  sensible  and 
affectionate  a  girl  could  have  acted  so. 
'  Oh,  that  Jeanne  Autheman  fishes  cleverly 
for  souls  !  '  said  she,  looking  curiously 

at  the  two  or  three  little  gilt-edged  books — 
unconscious  accomplices  in  the  crime — which 
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were  lying:  on  the  table.     On  one  you  read  : 

Morning  Hours.  On  another  :  Communings 
of  a  Christian  Heart.  Yes,  the  woman  was 
very  clever,  very  clever.  But  for  her  Pro- 
testantism she  might  have  been  a  sister  of 
Antoinette  Bourignon. 

'  Who  was  she  ? '  inquired  the  mother, 
drying  her  eyes. 

'  What  ?  Have  you  never  heard  of 
Antoinette  Bourignon  ?  '  said  Henriette. 
'  She  was  a  prophetess  who  lived  in  the 
time  of  Madame  Guyon,  and  wrote  more 
than  twenty  volumes.' 

'  Prophetess  or  not.'  gravely  replied 
Madame  Ebsen,  '  if  she  broke  mothers' 
hearts  she  was  a  bad  woman,  and  I  would 
rather  not  talk  of  her.' 

Her  intuition  told  her  that  Henriette  was 
not  really  in  sympathy  with  her  sorrow,  and 
that  she  longed  to  pive  vent  to  something 
which  trembled  on  her  lip  and  shone  in  her 
eyes,  and  made  her  bony  hand  shake  as 
she  turned  the  leaves  of  the  book  she  was 
reading. 

'  Would  you  mind  lending  this  book  to 
me?'  asked  crazy  Henriette,  burning  to 
read  the  Commwiings  and  refute  the  heresies 
it  was  sure  to  be  full  cf. 

'  Take  them  all,  if  you  like,'  replied 
Madame  Ebsen. 

Henriette  k.  d  her  effusively,  and  hoped 
she  would  come  nd  see  her,  whenever  she 
felt  inclined  to,  at    her  new   quarters — Ma- 
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gnabos,  Painter  and  Decorator,  in  the  Rue 
de  Sevres.  '  They  are  charming  people,'  said 
she,  '  and  we  are  in  the  very  midst  of  the 
convents.  Mind  you  come.  It  will  be  a 
change  for  you.' 

The  visit  had  been  a  painful  trial  for 
Madame  Ebsen.  How  many  old  associa- 
tions it  had  reminded  her  of!  How  many 
loner  discussions  Henriette  had  had  in  that 
very  room  with  Lina,  and  how  sensible  and 
kind  hearted  Lina  had  always  shown  herself 
in  those  days !  Would  her  daughter  ever 
return  to  the  room  they  had  so  often  wept 
and  rejoiced  in  together  ?  She  thought  of 
the  dreary  Jtdiaften  she  had  spent,  and  of 
Grandmother's  death,  and  the  sad  return 
home  after  the  funeral,  and  of  how  Eline 
had  promised  her  that  evening  that  she 
would  '  never,  oh  never,  leave  her  mother  ; ' 
and  sitting  down,  with  these  melancholy 
memories  haunting  her,  .she  wrote  a  last,  im- 
ploring, heart-broken  letter  to  her  lost  child. 

'.  .  .  If  I  could  only  work  and  teach  to 
divert  my  thoughts,  I  might  bear  it,  dear  ; 
but  sorrow  has  made  me  weak,  my  eyes  are 
failing,  and  since  that  illness  I  have  been 
afflicted  with  deafness.  I  have  but  a  very 
little  money  left.  In  a  few  months  all  will 
have  been  spent,  and  what  will  then  become 
of  me  ?  Oh.  my  own  sweet  darling,  how  I 
pray  on  my  bended  knee?  "  "  your  return  ! 
It  is  an  unhappy  and  an  ^-  jd  woman  writes 
you  this,  not  your  poor  motner.  .  .  ,' 

T 
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The  answer  came  to  her  on  an  open 
postcard,  dated  Jersey. 

'  I  am  deeply  grieved,  dear  mother,  to 
hear  such  bad  accounts  of  your  health  ;  but 
I  take  comfort  in  the  thought  that  these 
trials  bring  you  nearer  to  the  Lord  daily.  I 
am  busy,  working  out  our  salvation,  and 
cannot  return.  I  must  hold  myself  aloof 
from  the  world  and  shun  evil.' 

Cruelty  of  cruelties  !  Was  this  the  testi- 
mony she  bore  to  the  Gospel  of  Light  ? 
Was  she  not  to  be  allowed  even  to  confide 
her  troubles  to  her  child  ?  And  was  it  for- 
bidden even  to  Aveep  unheard  ? 

They  had  brought  her  child  to  look  upon 
her  own  mother  as  the  Tempter.  She  must 
'  shun  evil,'  and  the  evil  was — her  mother  ! 

'  My  child  is  lost  to  me ! '  she  said.  '  I 
will  write  no  more  letters.' 

And,  in  her  large,  straggling  hand,  she 
wrote  these  words  on  the  card — My  child 's 
last  letter  to  me. 

'  Madame  Ebsen  !  Madame  Ebsen  ! ' 
cried  a  voice  from  the  garden. 

She  dried  her  tears,  opened  the  window, 
and  saw  M.  Aussandon's  grand  old  face 
upturned  towards  her. 

'  I  shall  be  preaching  at  the  Oratory  next 
Sunday,'  said  the  voice.  '  Come  and  hear 
me.  I    shall    have   something    to    say 

about  you  .  .  .  something  that  will  please 
you  ! ' 
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He  lifted  his  hand  to  his  little  black  cap, 
and  went  back  to  his  budding  rose  bushes. 
Ah,  you  could  see  that  Madame  Aussandon 
was  away  from  home  again  !  The  Dean  would 
not  have  been  out  in  the  bleak,  March 
weather,  if  Goody  had  been  there  ! 


CHAPTER  XV. 

IN     THE     ORATORY. 

Aussandon  stood  in  the  disrobing-room  of 
the  Oratory — two  small  rooms  run  into  one 
and  plainly  furnished  with  a  few  straw  chairs, 
a  deal  table,  a  couple  of  large  cupboards, 
and  one  of  those  china  stoves  you  see  in 
custom-house  offices.  Round  him  were 
several  of  his  brother  ministers  and  col- 
leagues of  the  Faculty,  to  whom  he  was 
talking  in  an  undertone,  breaking  off  now 
and  then  to  shake  hands  with  some  new 
arrival.  Outside  in  the  street  you  heard  the 
constant  roll  of  carriages  driving  up  to  the 
church,  and  stopping  at  the  two  entrances, 
to  let  out  the  people,  who  presently  came 
pouring  like  a  flood  through  the  gloomy 
passages  and  down  the  aisles. 

The  old  Dean  had  donned  his  ecclesias- 
tical vestments,  and  was  ready  to  ascend  to 
the  pulpit.  He  wore  the  severe  black  gown 
and  blue  bands  of  the  Reformed  Church,  the 
coetume  of  a  lawyer  rather  than  of  a  priest ; 
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well  suited  therefore  to  its  ministers,  whom 
that  Church  regards  as  God's  advocates  on 
earth.  And,  indeed,  Aussandon  had  an 
advocate's  part  to  play  that  morning ;  ay, 
and  even  the  part  of  a  public  prosecutor. 
The  notes  he  was  turning  over  on  the  little 
table  before  him  formed  a  terrible  charge 
against  the  Authemans.  For  five  months 
past  the  matter  had  been  in  his  mind  ;  but 
until  then  he  had  hesitated  to  act,  fearing 
the  consequences,  not  to  himself,  but  to  his 
children  and  to  Goody,  who  was  constantly 
on  the  watch.  Happily  for  his  honour  and 
conscience,  the  birth  of  a  grandson  had  at 
last  called  the  old  lady  away  to  Commentry  ; 
and  the  Dean,  seeing  in  her  departure  the 
hand  of  God  stretched  out  to  help  his  poor 
human  weakness,  had  set  to  work  on  the 
instant.  In  two  nights  he  had  written  the 
sermon  which  had  so  long  been  pent  up  and 
driving  him  half  distracted.  One  of  the  min- 
isters announced  to  preach  at  the  Oratory 
had  allowed  him  to  take  his  Sunday ;  and  for 
a  week  past  all  Protestant  Paris  had  been 
looking  forward  to  once  again,  after  many 
years  of  silence,  hearing  the  voice  of  the 
illustrious  preacher  who,  like  Bossuet  when  he 
preached  on  the  occasion  of  Mademoiselle  de 
la  Valliere's  withdrawal  to  the  convent,  '  was 
known  no  more  in  the  pulpits.' 

One  carriage  after  another  dashed  up  : 
with  much  clatter  of  steps,  and  banging  of 
doors,  and  prancing  of  horses.     The  crowd 
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poured  ceaselessly  into  the  corridors,  and 
every  moment  the  vestry  was  invaded  by 
some  deacon,  or  elder,  or  member  of  the 
Consistory. 

'  Good  morning  ;  we  are  all  here.' 

'  Good  morning,  M.  Aries.  Good  morning.' 

'  What  subject  have  you  chosen  for  your 
sermon,  Dean  ?     I  have  not  seen  the  bills.' 

'  The  gospel  for  the  day.  The  Sermon 
on  the  Mount.' 

'  Why,  you  will  almost  fancy  yourself  back 
at  Mondardier  amongst  your  wood- cutters.' 

'  Nay,  nay.  My  sermon  is  meant  for 
Paris.  I  had  something  to  say  to  this  city 
before  I  died.' 

'  Take  care,  Aussandon,'  whispered  in  his 
ear  one  of  his  colleagues  of  the  Theological 
Faculty,  who  was  standing  beside  him. 

The  Dean  shook  his  head,  however,  and 
made  no  answer.  He  had  listened  to  the 
voice  of  prudence  too  long  already. 

Once  more  he  had  returned  to  the  Hotel 
Autheman  to  implore  that  pitiless  woman  to 
tell  him  where  Lina  was.  Gladly  would 
he  have  gone  to  seek  the  poor  distracted 
creature.  Gladly  would  he  have  restored 
her  to  her  mother's  loving  arms.  But 
Madame  Autheman's  answer  to  all  his  ques- 
tions was  one  unvarying  '  I  know  not.  God 
has  called  her  to  her  work.'  Then  the 
minister  had  threatened  to  denounce  her 
publicly  to  the  Church  ;  but  that,  too,  had 
proved  unavailing.      '  Do    so,    if   you   wish, 
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Dean,'  said  Jeanne  Autheman.      'We  shall 
go  to  hear  you.' 

'  Ay,  and  you  shall  hear  me,  wretch  ! '  in- 
dignantly muttered  the  minister,  as  he  slowly 
ascended  the  winding  stairs  leading;  to  the 
pulpit,  closed  the  low  door  at  the  top,  and 
stood,  with  the  light  full  upon  him,  before 
the  congregation  which  thronged  every 
corner  of  the  immense  building'. 


£>' 


The  ancient  church  of  the  Oratorians, 
ceded  to  the  Protestants  by  the  terms  of  the 
Concordat,  is  the  largest  and  most  imposing 
temple  of  the  Reformed  Faith  in  Paris. 
The  other  Protestant  churches — especially 
the  newer  ones — have  little  that  suggests 
religion  about  them.  The  aristocratic  edifice 
in  the  Rue  Roquepine,  with  its  white-walled 
rotunda  lighted  from  above,  looks  too  much 
like  a  corn-market.  The  Salle  St.  Andre 
(the  headquarters  of  the  Liberals),  with  its 
wide  galleries,  reminds  one  of  a  music-hall. 
The  Oratory,  however,  with  its  great  bare 
walls,  from  which  all  decoration  is  banished 
but  a  few  texts  and  sacred  verses,  its 
extinguished  candles  and  lack  of  pictures, 
seems  the  very  embodiment  and  symbol 
of  pure  Christianity  and  the  Reformation. 
The  side  chapels  have  been  almost  entirely 
walled  up.  Here  and  there  is  a  small 
gallery.  The  choir  has  been  suppressed, 
and  the  altar  replaced  by  an  organ.  The 
life  of  the  church  now  centres  at  the  long 
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Communion  table  in  front  of  the  pulpit. 
On  ordinary  occasions  this  table  is  merely 
covered  with  a  cloth,  but  on  Communion 
Sundays  it  is  loaded  "with  silver-gilt  cups  and 
baskets.     And  this  is  all. 

The  lofty  roof  and  dim,  mysterious  win- 
dows deepen  the  impression  produced  by  the 
simplicity  of  the  place,  and  make  it  solemn. 
Especially  is  this  so  when  the  Oratory  is 
crowded  and  black  with  people  ;  when  every 
seat  is  filled  ;  when  the  galleries  overflow  ; 
and  even  the  irregular  steps  at  the  entrance 
doors  are  occupied.  Over  the  principal 
doorway  is  a  stained-glass  window,  on  which 
there  blazes  a  huge  presentment  of  the  red 
ribbon  and  cross  of  the  Legion  cf  Honour, 
a  souvenir  of  the  first  Protestant  minister, 
who  was  decorated  after  the  signing  of  the 
Concordat.  The  light  streaming  through 
illuminates  the  whole  building  ;  throws  a  rosy 
tint  upon  the  walls  and  organ-pipes,  and 
touches  the  cups  on  the  Communion  table  at 
the  foot  of  the  pulpit,  towards  which  all  eyes 
are  turned  in,  expectation  of  the  preacher. 

Withdrawing  again  to  a  dark  corner  of 
the  pulpit,  Aussandon  rests  for  a  moment  to 
quiet  the  emotion  which  always  sets  his 
heart  beating  so  violently  when  he  is  about 
to  plead  on  behalf  of  God.  One  rapid 
glance  at  the  congregation  tells  him  that 
Authernan  is  not  in  his  place  on  the  benches 
of  the  elders.  But  exactly  opposite  to  him — 
and  forming,  as  it  were,  a  natural  object  for 
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him  to  direct  his  sermon  at — he  sees  the  un- 
bending- figure  and  pale  face  of  the  banker's 
wife,  whose  wilful  eyes  seem  to  scorch  and 
burn  him  even  at  that  distance.  Further 
away,  in  one  of  the  galleries,  he  sees  an- 
other figure,  the  mother's,  thickly  veiled  and 
dressed  in  deep  mourning.  She,  too,  has 
been  faithful  to  the  appointment.  How 
eager  and  excited  she  appears  ! 

Well  may  she  be  excited,  for  at  last  the 
hour  of  justice  has  struck.  All  these  rich 
people,  these  celebrities,  and  these  dashing 
carriages  outside  at  the  church  doors  have 
come  there  for  her.  It  is  for  her  that  the 
great  preacher  stands  there  in  the  pulpit, 
and  that  the  sweet  strains  of  music  come 
floating  down  the  aisles  toward  her,  filling 
her  eyes  with  tears.  It  is  for  her  the  reader 
opens  the  New  Testament,  and  reads  that 
most  beautiful  Sermon  on  the  Mount,  which 
refreshes  her  weary  soul  like  a  health-giving 
breeze  :  Blessed  are  they  that  mourn :  for 
they  shall  be  comforted.  Blessed  are  they 

which  do  hunger  and  thirst  after  righteojts- 
ncss  :  for  they  shall  be  filed.  Oh,  how  she 
mourns!  How  she  hungers  and  thirsts!  At 
every  Biblical  allusion  she  presses  the  hand 
of  Lorie,  who  sits  beside  her  almost  as  un- 
nerved as  herself. 

Now  the  female  choir  is  singing  Marot's 
Psalm — 

'  Seigneur,  ecoute  mon  bon  droit, 
Entend  ma  voix  quand  je  te  crie  ' — 
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while  the  organ  peals  out  an  accompaniment. 
Her  mother's  anguish  rises  to  Heaven  and 
cries  aloud  at  the  sound  of  the  pure,  young 
voices  that  are  so  like  her  Kline's.  And  at 
last  Aussandon  issues  from  the  shadow  of 
the  pulpit. 

He  bears  his  seventy-live  years  bravely, 
and  the  head  that  rises  above  the  long,  white 
bands  of  his  judge's  gown  has  lost  but  little 
of  its  vigour.  In  ringinp"  tones  he  reads  the 
text  of  his  sermon,  Lord,  Lord,  have  we  not 
prophesied  in  Thy  name,  and  in  Thy  name 
have  cast  otit  devils,  and  in  Thy  name  done 
many  zvonderful  works  t  Then,  speaking 
quietly,  simply,  as  though  to  mark  the 
change  from  God's  voice  to  the  mere  man's, 
he  begins  : 

'  Brethren,  three  hundred  years  ago  a 
certain  Pierre  Ayraut,  a  lawyer  in  the  Paris 
Parliament,  a  learned  man  and  wise,  had  the 
terrible  misfortune  to  lose  his  only  son — 
stolen  away  by  the  Jesuits,  who  persuaded 
him  to  join  their  Order,  and  never  more 
suffered  him  to  see  his  friends.  So  deep  and 
eloquent  was  the  father's  despair,  that  the 
King,  the  Parliament,  and  finally  the  Pope 
himself,  interfered,  and  attempted — vainly — ■ 
to  restore  his  son  to  him.  Weary  of  useless 
effort,  Pierre  Ayraut  sat  him  down  and  wrote 
his  noble  treatise  on  Paternal  Authority. 
That  finished,  he  took  to  his  bed,  and  died 
broken-hearted. 

'  The  abominable  crime  committed  three 
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centuries  ago  has  been  repeated,  by  Pro- 
testants, members  of  the  Reformed  Church, 
calling  themselves  Christians  ! ' 

Then  followed  a  rapid  outline  of  the 
story.  He  told  them  of  Eline's  disappear- 
ance, and  the  incurable  grief  of  her  poor 
mother,  who,  poor  humble  soul,  had  dis- 
turbed neither  King  nor  Parliament ;  had 
had  no  comfort  but  her  ceaseless  tears. 

Thus  far  the  preacher  had  made  no 
allusion  that  could  enable  his  listeners  to 
guess  who  were  the  culprits.  But  when  he 
went  on  to  tell  them  of  a  woman  with  a  heart 
of  stone,  protected  by  a  respected  name  and 
enormous  wealth,  no  one  could  doubt  any 
longer  that  his  attack  was  directed  against 
Madame  Autheman,  who  confronted  him, 
unblushing,  with  her  waxen  face  upturned. 
The  grand  voice  still  thundered  and  rolled 
through  the  church  like  the  echoing  of  a 
mountain  storm.  For  many  a  long  day  the 
Oratory  had  known  no  such  sermon.  It 
had  grown  used  to  conventional  phrases, 
well-turned,  but  commonplace,  ecclesiastical 
periods.  The  bold,  clear  accents,  and  simple 
images  of  the  preacher  seemed  to  purify 
the  air  of  the  church  and  make  it  redo- 
lent of  spring.  In  his  mouth  the  Scrip- 
tures recovered  their  ancient  majesty  and 
beauty  ;  and  became  once  more,  as  in  the  old 
days,  instinct  with  life  and  the  freedom  of 
Nature. 

With    admirable    irony    Aussandon    de- 
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nounced  all  such  pseudo-pious  Missions  as 
that  of  the  Lady  Evangelists,  naming  none 
of  them,  however,  but  describing  them  as 
excrescences  of  the  tree  of  Christianity,  and 
parasites.  If  the  tree  was  to  preserve  its 
power  and  health  they  must  be  mercilessly 
pruned  and  cleared  away-  With  that  the 
minister  fell  upon  their  public  witness-bear- 
ings— their  mystical,  hysterical  prayer  meet- 
ings and  exhibitions.  They  were  worthy 
of  Ashantees  ;  more  ferocious  and  not  less 
grotesque  than  the  orgies  of  that  Salvation 
Army  which  covers  the  walls  of  Paris  with 
gigantic  posters,  and  stations  young  girls  in 
knickerbockers  at  the  street  corners  to  dis- 
tribute printed  puffs  in  the  name  of  Jesus. 
Then,  raising  his  arms  with  a  grand  sweep- 
ing gesture  that  seemed  to  carry  him  far 
above  the  pulpit  and  the  church ;  far 
above  the  vaulted  roof  and  the  mysteries 
of  the  clouds  ;  far  beyond,  to  the  Throne 
of  Grace,  he  exclaimed,  '  Oh,  merciful  God, 
Thou  God  of  charity,  pity,  and  justice,  Lord 
alike  of  men  and  of  the  stars  of  heaven,  be- 
hold what  caricatures  they  do  make  of  Thy 
Divinity.  Though  Thou  hast  denied,  yea, 
and  cursed  them,  in  Thy  glorious  Sermon  on 
the  Mount,  the  pride  of  the  false  prophets 
and  the  miracle-mongers  has  not  abated. 
They  still  commit  every  kind  of  crime  in 
Thy  name.  Their  lies  spread  darkness 
round  Thy  religion  of  light.  For  this  cause 
has  Thy  aged  servant  once  again  come  forth 
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from  the  night  of  meditation  and  silence. 
For  this  he  stands  again  to-day  in  Thy 
pulpit  to  denounce  these  crimes  to  the 
consciences  of  Christians,  and  overwhelm  the 
evil-doers  with  Thy  malediction — I  never 
knew  you:  depart  from  me  ye  that  work 
iniquity! 

The  minister's  words  died  away  amidst 
the  strained  and  hushed  attention  which  is 
the  applause  of  religious  gatherings.  Wet 
eyes  and  panting  hearts,  but  nowhere  a 
sound ;  save  in  a  corner  in  one  of  the 
galleries,  where  the  poor  mother  sat  sobbing 
loudly,  with  her  face  buried  in  her  hands. 
But  her  tears  have  no  longer  the  old  bitter- 
ness ;  they  are  tears  of  comfort  this  time,  for 
now  she  feels  she  is  indeed  avenged.  No 
more  need  she  endure  the  anguish  of  dread- 
ing  lest  God  should  be  on  the  side  of  the 
wicked.  She  knows  now  that  God  is  on  her 
side.  He  has  protested  and  commanded  ; 
surely  Eline  must  obey  His  voice  and  return 
to  her  old  mother. 

Meanwhile  the  Dean,  having  descended 
from  the  pulpit,  was  standing  before  the  long 
table,  on  which  the  wine  trembled  in  the 
cups  between  four  baskets  filled  with  bread. 
As  he  stood  there  reading  the  sublime  and 
simple  prayers  which  precede  the  Com- 
munion Service — Hear  now,  my  brethren, 
after  what  manner  our  Lord  fesus  Christ 
did  institute  the  Sacrament  of  the  Holy 
Communion — he   started.     For,  seated  rigid 
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and  motionless  on  her  bench,  he  perceived 
the  banker's  wife.  How  did  she  dare  to 
stay,  he  marvelled,  after  her  public  rebuke  ? 
Why  had  she  not  gone  out  when,  after  the 
benediction,  he  had  enjoined  all  those  who 
did  not  intend  to  partake  of  the  Communion 
to  withdraw  decently  and  with  order  ?  Could 
she  mean  to  carry  her  audacity  so  far  as 
to  .  .  ?  Well,  here  were  words  in  the 
Liturgy  that  suited  her.  He  read  them  out 
in  a  loud  voice,  emphasising  them  for  her 
especial  benefit  Let  all  then  diligently 
examine  themselves  before  they  drink  of  this 
Cup,  and  eat  of  that  Bread.  For  if  we 
receive  the  same  unworthily,  zee  eat  and  drink 
our  own  damnation. 

And  still  she  did  not  stir.  Aussandon 
looked  at  the  rows  of  faces  stretching  away 
in  front  of  him  to  the  very  end  of  the 
building,  and  it  seemed  that  amongst  them 
all  he  saw  only  that  of  Jeanne  Autheman, 
whose  clear,  unfathomable  gaze  met  his  own 
as  doggedly  as  ever.  For  the  second  time, 
as  the  service  ordains,  he  slowly  repeated 
the  solemn  admonition  :  Therefore,  if  any 
of  you  be  not  penitent,  ready  to  renounce 
injustice,  and  repair  the  wrongs  they  have 
done  to  their  neighbour,  I  declare  unto  them 
they  cannot  hold  Communion  with  Christ 
fesus,  and  enjoin  them  to  ivithdraiv  from 
this  His  holy  table,  lest  they  profane  it. 

Not  one  of  all  those  worthy  Christians 
flinched.     Not  one  for  a  moment  hesitated, 
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or  seemed  troubled  by  the  solemn  spectacle 
of  the  vast  congregation  waiting,  silent  and 
erect.  Then  in  grave  tones  the  minister 
read  the  exhortation — Draw  near  now,  my 
brethren,  to  the  table  of  the  Saviour 

While  the  organ  played  a  subdued  and 
stately  voluntary,  the  front  rows  of  the 
congregation  moved  forward,  and  gathered 
round  the  Communion  table  in  a  semi-circle. 
Caste  distinctions  were  put  aside  for  the 
time.  The  servant  took  his  place  beside  his 
master,  and  English  governesses'  bonnets 
mingled  with  the  rich  dresses  of  their 
aristocratic  employers.  A  grand,  cold  scene 
it  made,  truly ;  harmonising  well  with  the 
naked  walls,  the  Holy  bread,  and  the  rest  of 
the  simple  paraphernalia  which  seem  so  much 
more  in  keeping  with  the  spirit  of  the 
Primitive  Church  than  the  elaborate  sacra- 
mental feasts  of  the  Catholics,  with  their 
embroidered  altar-cloths  and  profusion  of 
symbols. 

The  minister  knelt  in  silent  prayer  for  a 
few  instants.  The  very  first  person  he  saw 
at  his  right  hand  on  rising  was  Madame 
Autheman.  Her  tightly-closed  lips,  and  the 
defiance  written  on  her  pale  face,  told  plainly 
that  she  stood  before  him  impenitent  and 
rebellious,  braving  the  man  who  had  not 
feared  to  denounce  her  publicly.  Aussandon 
grew  pale  too.  He  took  the  bread,  broke  it, 
and  holding  it  above  the  basket  while  the 
murmuring  tones  ot  the  organ  grew  fainter 
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and  ebbed  away  in  the  distance,  he  repeated 
the  familiar  words  of  the  service  :  The  bread 
we  break  is  the  Communion  with  the  body 
of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

A  little  ungloved  hand  was  here  stretched 
out  to  him,  quivering.  But  he  appeared  not 
to  notice  it,  and,  without  stirring  a  muscle  or 
turning  his  eyes  to  her,  he  said  in  a  low  voice  : 

'  Where  is  Lina  ? ' 

No  answer. 

'  Where  is  Lina  ? '  again  asked  the 
minister  ;  and  this  time  she  answered  : 

'  I  know  not.     God  has  called  her.' 

'  Get  you  gone  then,  woman,  from  the 
table  of  our  Lord,  for  you  are  not  worthy  to 
approach  it,'  said  the  minister,  harshly. 

All  present  heard  him  say  it.  All  under- 
stood his  gesture  as  he  waved  her  away. 
While  the  basket  was  passed  from  hand  to 
hand  round  the  table,  Jeanne  Autheman,  un- 
flinching under  the  outrage  as  before,  walked 
proudly  through  the  opening  ranks  of  the 
congregation,  and  disappeared.  The  minister 
was  far  more  agitated,  certainly,  than  she. 
It  cost  him  quite  an  effort  to  lift  the  cup  ; 
and,  at  the  close  of  the  Communion  service, 
after  the  sacred  vessels  had  been  cleared 
away,  it  was  with  a  choking  voice  that  he 
read  the  thanksgiving,  and  his  aged  hands 
trembled  as  he  raised  them  to  pronounce  the 
benediction. 

Generally,  after   service  at  the  Oratory, 
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some  of  the  friends  and  followers  of  the 
preacher  dropped  into  the  vestry  to  congratu- 
late him  on  his  sermon,  and  so  give  him 
fresh  courage  for  his  work.  But  that  day 
Aussandon  was  left  alone  there,  with  the 
portraits  and  busts  of  the  great  Reformers. 
The  embarrassment  and  mute  disapproval 
written  on  the  faces  he  saw  as  he  passed 
through  the  people,  had  prepared  him  for 
his  isolation.  It  is  a  serious  matter  to  refuse 
to  administer  the  Communion.  He  had  over- 
stepped the  limits  of  his  authority,  and  he 
knew  he  would  have  to  pay  dearly  for  it.  A 
case  of  the  same  kind  had  occurred  a  few 
years  before  in  Lyons.  On  that  occasion 
the  minister  had  been  dismissed  and  his 
church  closed.  Thinking  sadly  enough  of 
all  this,  the  Dean  stayed  for  some  time, 
looking  fixedly  at  an  old,  artless  engraving 
on  the  vestry  wall,  representing  a  minister 
in  the  Desert,  in  some  time  of  persecution. 
A  whole  people — citizens  and  peasants,  aged 
men  and  children — on  their  knees  before  a 
black-robed  preacher  ;  and  beyond  them,  in 
the  distance,  more  men  and  women  keeping 
watch.  The  picture  brought  back  to  his 
mind  the  bygone  days  when  he  had  preached 
to  his  lowly  flock  among  the  basalt  rocks 
and  wide-spreading  chestnuts  of  the  Mezenc 
country  Well,  let  them  dismiss  him  if  they 
would.  Let  them  refuse  him  even  such  a 
humble  cure  as  that  of  Mondardier.  What 
did  it  matter  ?     Had  he  not  the  hovels  of 
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the  charcoal-burners  to  shelter  him  ?  Could 
he  not  worship  God  in  the  free  air  of  heaven  ? 
Should  he  not  have  the  cattle  and  the 
drovers  for  a  congregation  ?  Aye,  it  was 

well  enough  for  him  ;  but  there  was  Goody  ! 
Goodv,  whom  he  had  been  forgetting  all  this 
time.  And  in  two  days  Goody  would  be 
back.  At  the  bare  thought  of  the  scene 

he  must  expect  on  her  return,  this  steadfast 
minister,  this  instrument  of  God,  who  had 
but  just  now  defied  the  vengeance  of  the 
Authemans,  and  done  his  duty,  unshrinking, 
accepting  the  full  consequences  of  his  act — 
this  man  fell  to  trembling  like  a  coward,  and 
wondering -confusedlv  in  what  wav  he  should 
write  to  his  angry  little  wife  to  prepare  her 
for  the  coming  blow. 

He  was  roused  by  the  sound  of  steps. 
The  doorkeeper  and  his  wife  had  entered 
the  vestry  unperceived,  and  were  putting 
away  the  sacred  utensils,  keeping  silent  the 
while,  as  though  they  feared  to  compromise 
themselves  by  speaking  to  him.  It  is  from 
your  inferiors  that  you  commonly  get  the 
first  inkling  of  a  coming  downfall.  '  Be  it 
so  ! '  sighed  Aussandon,  rising  with  an  effort, 
and  moving  away  to  divest  himself  of  his 
gown  in  the  disrobing-room. 

In  the  empty  church  you  still  heard,  as  it 
were,  the  deadened  echoes  and  murmurs  of 
the  departed  throng.  A  mere  vibration,  as 
of  a  steamer  when  the  engines  and  the  screw 
have  stopped  working.     The  shadows  deep- 
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ened.  The  galleries  stood  out  in  dark  relief 
against  the  naked  walls.  The  heavy  carpets 
which  during  service  cover  the  floor  be- 
tween the  Communion  table  and  the  deacons' 
bench  were  all  rolled  up  and  stored  away- 
The  lonely  toilette  of  the  church  was  finished, 
and  the  building  had  the  lugubrious  aspect 
of  a  theatre  after  the  curtain  has  fallen. 

Aussandon  hurried  on  to  the  disrobing- 
room,  reached  the  threshold  and  was  about 
to  enter,  when  before  him,  to  his  consterna- 
tion, he  saw  his  wife.  His  wife — there! 
She  must  have  heard  everything  —  seen 
everything. 

As  the  door  creaked  she  darted  forward, 
a  terrible  sight,  with  her  projecting  jaw  and 
her  bonnet  threateningly  cocked  atop  of  her 
grey  hair. 

'  Goody '    stammered      the     poor, 

crushed  Dean,  entreatingly. 

She  gave  him  no  time  to  add  another 
word,  but  flung  herself  into  his  arms,  sob- 
bing. 

'  Ah,  dear,  dear,  dear,  brave  husband  ! ' 

'  Goody,  you  don't  understand ' 

But  Goody  understood  every  bit  of  it, 
and  protested  that  the  child-stealer  had  richly 
merited  her  chastisement. 

The  magic  of  a  voice,  his  own  voice,  had 
brought  about  a  miracle ;  for  the  little 
woman  had  a  weak  place  in  her  grasping 
nature.  She  had  a  mother's  heart,  and  he  had 
found  the  way  to  it. 
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'  Goody,  Goody  ! '  was  all  he  could  say. 

Far  too  much  moved  for  words,  he  took 
the  wee  creature  to  his  heart  and  held  her 
there,  hiding  her  in  the  great  folds  of  his 
black  gown,  as  again  and  again  he  embraced 
her.  Now  they  might  cast  him  adrift  when 
they  chose,  dismiss  him,  send  him  where 
they  pleased,  do  with  him  what  they  would. 
Goody  did  not  blame  him.  Hand-in-hand, 
and  slowly,  they  would  once  more  ascend 
the  hill.  Long  might  be  the  road,  and  steep. 
Their  aged  feet  might  totter  and  be  very 
weary.  Yet  would  they  not  be  cast  down  ; 
for  they  would  journey  on  their  way  together, 
and  the  satisfaction  that  comes  of  duty  ful- 
filled would  give  them  strength. 


CHAPTER     XVI. 

gabrielle's  seat. 

Long  before  the  hour  at  which  he  usually 
left  the  Ministry,  Lorie  Dufresne  one  even- 
ing knocked  excitedly  at  Madame  Ebsen's 
door,  and,  having  been  admitted,  carefully 
closed  it  again,  looking  so  pale  as  he  did 
so  that  he  struck  terror  into  the  good 
woman's  breast. 

'  What  is  wrong,  M.  Lorie  ?  '  she  inquired. 

'  Madame  Ebsen,  you  must  go  away  at 

once.      You    must    find    some    hiding-place. 

They  are  coming  to  arrest  you  ! ' 

u  2 
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She  stared  at  him  in  blank  amazement, 
exclaiming,  '  Arrest  me  ?  Me  ?  Why  should 
they  arrest  me  ? ' 

Lorie  seemed  afraid  of   his   own  voice  ; 
and  it  was  in  an   inaudible  tone  he  gasped 
out    the    terrible    words,     '  Madness. 
Sequestration.  Special  order. 

'  But  I  am  not  mad,'  exclaimed  the  poor 
woman.      '  How  can  they  shut  me  up?' 

'  They  have  managed  to  get  a  certificate 
from  Falconet.      I  have  seen  it.' 

'  A  certificate  ?  Falconet  ? 

'  Yes  ;  don't  you  remember  ?  The  mad- 
doctor  you  dined  with  once!' 

'  I  dined  with  a  mad ,'  she  had  began, 

when  suddenly  she  stopped,  with  a  loud  cry 
of  'Oh,  God!'  as  it  Hashed  upon  her  that 
this  Falconet  must  be  the  polite  old  gentle- 
man with  the  red  ribbon  in  his  button- 
hole whom  she  had  met  one  day  at  Birk's. 
\  es.  Now  she  remembered  how  he  had 
led  her  on  at  dinner  to  talk  about  Madame 
Autheman  and  St.  Isjnatius  beans.  The 
villain  !  The  cruel  villain  !  So  this  was  the 
meaning  of  his  mysterious  threats.  She  was 
to  be  carried  off  and  shut  up  amongst  the 
mad  women.  She  would  be  taken  away  to 
an  asylum  like  the.  unhappy  husband  of  that 
woman  at  Petit- Port.  A   horrible  fear 

took  possession  of  her  at  the  thought,  and, 
turning  to  Lorie,  trembling  like  a  hunted 
child,  she  exclaimed  ; 
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'  Oh,  save  me  from  them,  M.  Lorie ! 
Don't  leave  me  ! ' 

Lorie  did  his  best  to  tranquillise  her. 
Leave  her,  indeed?  fie  would  not  dream 
of  it.  But  she  must  take  refuse  at  some 
friend's,  without  a  moment's  delay.  Perhaps 
Henriette  Briss  would  shelter  her.  She  was 
a  little  crazy,  to  be  sure,  but  kind.  If  she 
was  in  Paris  she  would  not  refuse.  That 
point  being  decided,  he  sent  for  a  carriage 
at  once ;  and,  while  it  was  being  fetched, 
Madame  Ebsen  hurriedly  packed  up  Eline's 
letters  and  portrait,  some  money,  and  a  few 
other  things,  running  to  and  fro  in  bewilder- 
ment, as  people  do  at  a  fire,  starting  at  every 
sound,  and  utterly  panic-stricken.  Her  terror 
grew  greater  than  ever  when  Madame  Blot, 
the  concierge,  who  had  gone  for  the  carriage, 
informed  her  that  a  person  who  had  called 
that  same  morning  had  been  asking-  her  all 
sorts  of  questions  about  her  tenant,  wanting 
to  know  exactly  at  what  time  she  went  out 
and  came  home. 

'  If  the  person  returns,'  said  Lorie,  in- 
terrupting her,  '  say  that  Madame  Ebsen  has 
gone  on  a  short  journey.' 

'  Is  she  going  to  look  for  her  daughter  ?' 
whispered  the  woman,  who  had  not  failed 
to  remark  Madame  Ebsen's  agitation  and 
the  signs  of  hasty  packing  which  strewed 
the  floor. 

Lorie,     delighted     at      having     such     a 
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plausible  explanation    at  hand,    nodded    yes 
to  her,  and  put  his  finger  to  his  lips. 

On  reaching  the  street,  Lorie — who, 
having  been  a  Sous-prefet,  knew  something 
of  the  peculiar  ways  of  the  Service,  and 
feared  they  might  be  followed — called  out 
loudly  to  the  coachman,  '  Drive  to  the  Gare 
de  l'Est.'  With  the  delightful  deliberation  of 
his  class,  Jehu  slowly  settled  himself  on  the 
box,  gathered  up  the  reins,  gave  his  horse  a 
touch  of  his  whip,  and  at  last  got  under 
weigh,  paying  not  the  slightest  attention  to 
the  impatience  of  Madame  Ebsen,  who,  with 
her  parcel  on  her  knees,  sat  huddled  up  in 
a  corner,  facing  Lorie. 

Lorie  was  hardly  less  eager  to  start  than 
she  was,  and  he  had  good  reason  for  his 
eagerness.  That  morning,  as  he  sat  in  his 
office,  with  his  huge  tailors'  scissors,  cutting 
articles  out  of  the  daily  papers  which  had 
been  discussing  the  Minister,  he  had  been 
summoned  to  Chemineau's  room.  In  no 
branch  of  the  Service  is  the  work  more  com- 
plicated than  in  the  police  department  of 
the  Ministry  ot  the  Interior.  Such  divisions 
and  subdivisions,  such  pigeon-holings  and 
clocketings  !  There  is  the  Public  Worship 
branch,  the  Supervision  of  Foreigners  branch, 
the  Criminal  Investigation  branch,  the  branch 
for  the  Atithorisation  of  Engravings,  the 
Public  Meetings,  Associations,  Political  Re- 
fugees, and  Gendarmerie  branches. 

Doubtless  out  of  compliment  to  the  last- 
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named  section  of  the  Service,  Chemineau  had 
entirely  altered  his  appearance  since  his  pro- 
motion. He  affected  a  sharp,  curt  way  of 
speaking  now  ;  wore  a  fierce,  waxed  mous- 
tache, very  much  curled  upwards,  and  a 
single  eyeglass.  Lorie  gazed  at  him  in 
dismay  when  he  entered.  He  no  longer 
bore  any  resemblance  to  his  model. 

'  Bad    business  .   my   good   fellow,' 

mumbled  Chemineau,  half  of  whose  words 
seemed  to  stick  in  the  waxed  moustache. 
'  You  know  what  I  mean.  Scandal  at  Ora- 
tory.    Seen  there  with  that  mad  woman  ! ' 

Lorie  stoutly  protested,  declaring  that 
his  old  friend  was  the  victim  of  a  gross 
injustice ;   but  Chemineau  cut  him  short. 

'  Mad,   sir,   mad.  .  .      March    hare. 
Dangerous  lunatic.  Medical    certificate. 

.  .  .  Have  her  taken  off  to  lunatic  asylum. 
.  .      Aussandon  in  his  dotage  .  .      dis- 

missal  gazetted  in  a  few  days.  .  .  As  for 
you,  my  good  fellow  .  .  .  lucky  we're  old 
acquaintances.' 

Moved,  apparently,  by  the  recollections 
awakened  by  his  own  words,  Chemineau 
planted  himself  in  front  of  his  old  comrade, 
looked  him  full  in  the  face,  and  rated  him 
well  for  his  imprudence. 

'  What  a  fool  you  must  be,'  said  he,  '  to 
quarrel  with  the  Authemans,  the  most  re- 
spectable and  wealthy  people  in  all  Paris ! 
You,  too,  above  all — a  man  compromised  in 
the  affair  of  the    16th  of  May,  who  ought 
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to  be  so  very  careful  not  to  get  into  any 
fresh  scrape.  Wasn't  one  lesson  enough  for 
you  ?  Do  you  really  want  to  starve  with 
your  brats,  then  ? ' 

The  unfortunate  man  grew  ghastly  at  the 
idea,  for  in  fancy  he  saw  himself  copying 
plays  again  for  the  Dramatic  Agency.  Nor 
was  it  till  Chemineau  waved  him  out  with 
the  cold  injunction  '  not  to  get  up  to  any 
more  nonsense,  or  he  would  be  thrown  over,' 
that  he  took  heart  of  grace  again. 

On  the  way  from  the  Rue  du  Val-de- 
Grace  to  the  railway  station,  and  back  from 
the  railway  station  to  Henriette's  rooms  in 
the  Rue  de  Sevres,  Lorie  described  the 
whole  scene  to  Madame  Ebsen.  Chemineau 
had  made  such  an  impression  on  him  that 
he  caught  himself  repeating,  not  only  his 
very  words,  but  even  his  harsh  and  hissing 
intonations.  To  be  sure,  he  did  not  tell 
Madame  Ebsen  he  would  throw  her  over; 
but  he  dinned  into  her  ear  over  and  over 
that  the  Authemans  were  too  strong  for 
them,  too  respectable,  and  warned  her 
against  indulging  in  any  more  nonsense. 
Poor  soul !  she  had  little  spirit  for  nonsense, 
with  the  dreadful  prospect  of  the  asylum 
and  the  mad  women  weighing  her  down  and 
crushing  her. 

They  did  not  reach  Henriette's  till  dusk. 
She  lived  in  a  house  inhabited  almost  en- 
tirely by  workmen,  and  to  get  to  her  rooms 
you   had   to  go  up  an    ill-smelling,  smooth, 


CABRIELLE'S  SEAT  297 

stone  staircase.  Stenches  were  there  of  all 
kinds,  The  least  offensive  were,  perhaps, 
those  which  came  from  the  baker's  clown- 
stairs,  and  from  what  seemed  to  be  a  house- 
painter's  on  the  second  floor.  Here  they 
halted  at  a  door  on  which  stood  the  words — 
Maguabos,  Decorative  Painter 

A  youthful-looking  woman,  with  a  large 
school-girl's  apron  on  and  a  cold  water 
bandage  tied  round  her  forehead,  opened  the 
door  to  them,  holding  a  palette  in  one  hand 
and  a  gilder's  knife  in  the  other 

'  Is  Mademoiselle  Briss  in  ? ' 

No  !  Mademoiselle  Briss  had  gone  out 
to  buy  her  dinner,  but  she  would  be  back 
directly.  Indeed,  here  she  was  already, 
coming  up  the  stairs. 

A  ray  of  light  stole  into  the  ante- 
chamber just  then,  through  the  half-open 
door  of  a  large  workshop  filled  with  hun- 
dreds and  hundreds  of  little  altar  statuettes 
gay  with  gilding  and  showy  colour.  Hen- 
riette's  room  was  on  the  same  landing. 
They  found  it  all  in  disorder.  The  bed  was 
still  unmade  and  loaded  with  newspapers. 
Knives  and  forks  and  glasses  were  placed 
pell-mell  upon  the  table,  next  to  an  inkstand 
and  several  sheets  of  paper  covered  with 
large  blotted  handwriting.  A  rosary  was 
suspended  from  the  looking-glass,  over  a  tiny 
image  of  St.  John  holding  a  lamb  in  his 
arms,  and  badly  in  want  of  dusting.  Every- 
thing   was    characteristic    of    the    odd    and 
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irregular  creature  who,  by  some  strange 
freak  of  fortune,  had  become  the  owner  of 
the  little,  cell-like  room,  dimly  lighted  from 
above  a  narrow  courtyard,  which  at  night 
was  brightened  by  the  glowing  panes  of  the 
bakery-  Opposite  the  window,  so  near  that 
you  could  almost  touch  it,  rose  a  grim  and 
melancholy  wall,  covered  from  top  to  bottom 
with  stains  and  fissures  which  seemed  to 
say,  as  plainly  as  stains  and  fissures  could, 
Disease  and  Want,  Want  and  Disease, 
Disease  and  Want. 

'  You  here?'  exclaimed  Henriette,  enter- 
ing with  her  loaf  and  the  dish  which  the 
baker  had  just  been  baking  for  her.  '  How 
good  of  you  to  come  and  see  me  ! ' 

On  hearing  what  was  the  object  of  their 
visit,  she  at  once  told  them  that  the  bed  and 
the  bedroom  were  at  their  disposal.  She 
could  sleep  on  the  sofa  herself,  and  pass 
Madame  Ebsen  off  as  an  aunt  from  Chris- 
tiania. 

'  We  shall  be  quite  comfortable.  There 
are  no  children,  and  the  Magnaboses  are 
excellent    people.  Magnabos  is  a   free- 

thinker, to  be  sure,  but  such  an  enthusiast ! 
We  are  always  wrangling.' 

In  a  trice  she  had  tossed  Madame 
Ebsen's  parcel  into  a  drawer,  lighted  her 
little  petroleum  lamp,  and  placed  a  pewter 
knife  and  fork  and  a  cracked  plate  upon  the 
table.  When  Lorie  left  them  seated  at 
dinner,   Madame    Ebsen   seemed   somewhat 
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calmer.  As  for  Henriette,  she  was  chatter- 
ing even  more  than  usual  in  the  excitement 
caused  by  the  events  of  the  day,  and  still 
more,  perhaps,  by  the  electric  air  of  Paris, 
which  was  far  stronger  than  her  poor,  feeble 
brain  could  stand. 

Paris  terrified  Lorie  now.  Never  till 
that  day  had  he  sounded  its  treacherous 
depths.  As  he  walked  slowly  back  to  the 
Rue  du  Val-de-Grace  after  dinner,  it  seemed 
to  him  that  the  ground  beneath  him  was 
mined  and  might  at  any  moment  yawn  to 
his  destruction.  The  stories  he  had  read 
and  disbelieved  were  true,  then.  Such 
things  might  really  be.  .  .  And  yet  he 
knew   that   Madame    Ebsen   was    not   mad. 

.  Would  they  have  dared  to  shut  her  up 
in  an  asylum,  or  was  it  only  a  threat  to  keep 
her  quiet  ? ' 

When  he  got  home,  he  found  a  man 
seated  on  the  doorstep  waiting  for  him. 
Suspecting  mischief,  he  stopped  short,  and 
inquired,  '  Who's  there  ?  '  The  hoarse, 
mournful  voice  of  Romain  answered  him. 
What  new  misfortune  could  have  hap- 
pened, thought  Lorie.  How  came  Romain 
to  be  in  Paris  at  such  an  hour  ?  That 
morning  Romain  had,  as  he  soon  learnt, 
been  discharged,  for  some  pretended  negli- 
gence. Never  doubting  there  must  be 
some  mistake  in  the  matter,  the  Lock-keeper 
had  taken  the  first  train  to  Paris  and 
hastened    to    the    offices    of    the    Ponts    et 
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Chaussees,  hoping  to  set  things  right.  But 
they  had  merely  confirmed  the  news  and 
refused  him  any  explanation.  He  was  dis- 
charged— for  negligence — and  Baraquin  was 
to  replace  him.  The  Lock  would  be  well 
attended  to  when  Baraquin  had  charge  of  it, 
with  a  vengeance. 

The  name  of  Jeanne  Autheman  was  on 
the  tip  of  Lorie's  tongue  ;  but  Romain  saved 
him  the  trouble  of  uttering-  it. 

'  It's  all  the  Authemans'  doing,'  said  he, 
'  Ah,  they're  a  wicked  lot,  those  Authemans  ! ' 

For  some  time  past,  it  appeared,  war  had 
been  declared  between  the  Chateau  and  the 
Lock.  Young  Nicolas,  having  one  day  rashly 
ventured  on  the  enemy's  territory,  was  way- 
laid and  cuffed  so  soundly  by  Sylvanire  that 
he  had  been  unable  to  stir  a  limb  for  a  week 
after.  This  led  to  a  report  of  the  garde- 
chainpctrc,  followed  by  a  summons  to  appear 
before  the  Court  at  Corbeil.  But  all  this 
could  not  be  twisted  into  neglect  of  duty, 
said  the  Lock-keeper,  who  seemed  much  less 
distressed  at  losing  his  place  than  at  the  idea 
of  being  separated  from  Sylvanire ;  for,  of 
course,  the  children  would  have  to  go  home 
to  their  father,  and  he  knew  his  wife  would 
eo  with  them.  He  was  resigned,  but  it  was 
hard.  The  clock  at  St.  Jacques  struck  the 
hour  just  as  Romain  reached  this  point,  and, 
as  he  did  not  wish  to  miss  his  train,  he 
was  obliged  to  start.  He  brushed  away  a 
tear  from  his  little  eyes,  threw  all  his  sorrow 
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into  one  '  Crd  coc/wn,  M.   Lorie!'  and,  with 
this,  departed. 

Life  at  the  Magnabos's  was  sad  and 
lonely  enough  for  Madame  Ebsen.  Hen- 
riette,  who  was  very  much  excited  over  the 
decrees  against  the  religious  consreerations, 
spent  most  of  her  time  running  from  one 
convent  to  another.  Meanwhile  the  poor 
mother,  who  dared  not  venture  out,  was  left 
to  her  own  resources  in  that  miserable  room. 
She  did  what  she  could  to  make  it  comfort- 
able ;  but  the  task  was  hopeless.  A  dozen 
times  a  day  her  companion  would  burst  in 
like  a  whirlwind,  undoing  all  that  she  had 
done  to  set  things  in  order.  How  different 
it  seemed  from  the  snug  little  home  in  the 
Rue  du  Val-de-Grace  ! 

She  would  sit  there  for  hours  watching 
the  cracks  and  stains  on  the  wall.  Disease, 
Want,  it  said  to  her ;  Want,  Disease.  When 
she  grew  tired  of  that,  sometimes  she  would 
go  into  the  workshop  next  door  and  try 
to  while  away  the  tedious  day  with  the 
Magnaboses. 

Magnabos,  of  l'Ariege  (for  so  he  styled 
himself),  was  a  fat,  squat,  bearded  man  of 
any  age  from  thirty-five  to  fifty,  with  a  pair 
of  frog-like  eyes  and  the  deep,  hollow  voice 
of  a  stage  villain.  In  a  way  he  was  a 
celebrity,  and  had  been  the  ornament  of 
many  a  public  meeting  at  the  hall  in  the  Rue 
d'Arras  and  elsewhere.     But  he  excelled  in 
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funeral  orations.  No  freethinker's  funeral 
of  any  importance  would  have  been  con- 
sidered a  success  without  a  speech  at  the 
tomb  from  the  celebrated  Magnabos.  The 
comparative  rarity  of  these  lugubrious  cere- 
monies giving  him,  however,  far  fewer 
opportunities  of  publicly  distinguishing  him- 
self than  he  would  have  liked,  he  had  joined 
a  Masonic  Lodge  and  enrolled  himself  a 
member  of  the  Freethinkers'  League.  He 
lay  in  wait,  so  to  speak,  at  the  friendly 
gatherings  of  the  two  societies,  carefully 
watching  the  sick  and  aged  members,  and 
measuring  them  for  their  funeral  orations  as 
though  for  a  coffin.  He  knew  exactly  what, 
from  a  panegyrical  point  of  view,  might  be 
the  value  of  each  man  of  them  ;  and  when  at 
last  any  one  did  drop  off,  Magnabos  was 
equal  to  the  occasion.  In  all  seasons  and 
weathers,  wet  or  dry,  Magnabos  might  have 
been  seen  in  the  wake  of  the  grave  diggers, 
wearing  a  branch  of  immortelles  in  his 
button  hole,  or  a  blue  scarf — an  impressive 
figure,  truly,  and  a  corpulent,  never  at  a  loss 
for  words.  Always  ready  with  a  pompous 
phrase  or  two.  They  did  not  mean  much, 
to  be  sure,  but  there  they  were.  He  came 
at  last  to  have  the  true  sacerdotal  ring.  His 
language  grew  more  and  more  unctuous  ;  his 
action  more  and  more  emphatic.  The 
priest-eating,  priest-hating  Magnabos  gradu- 
ally developed  into  a  priest  himself — a 
minister    of    the    religion    of    Freethought. 
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He  conformed  to  its  rites  and  formulas, 
pocketed  his  stipend,  ate  the  good  dinners 
he  was  invited  to  by  the  mourners,  and  was 
careful  not  to  refuse  his  travelling  expenses 
when  they  were  offered  him.  For  Magnabos 
was  something  of  a  commercial  traveller  as 
well  as  a  priest.  His  line  was  funeral 
orations,  and  business  often  took  him  as  far 
as  Poissy,  Mantes,  and  even  Vernon.  If  the 
freethinking  connection  had  only  known 
that  their  immaculate  high  priest  earned  his 
living  by  painting  plaster  and  cardboard 
religious  emblems  and  images  for  the 
'  Clerical  '  shopkeepers  in  the  Rue  Bona- 
parte and  the  Rue  St.  Sulpice,  what  a  fall 
would  there  have  been  for  the  great  Magna- 
bos !  Well,  a  man  must  live ;  and  after 
all  he  did  so  little  to  his  '  Manitous,'  as  he 
called  them.  Most  of  the  work  was  done  by 
his  wife,  who  wielded  the  brush  and  paint-pot 
quite  as  skilfully  as  he  himself.  She  was  a 
true  Parisian  work -girl,  with  a  pretty  face 
that  had  grown  worn  and  sickly  through  late 
hours  and  the  suffering  caused  by  persistent 
nervous  headaches.  From  morning  till  night, 
and  often  far  into  the  night,  Magnabos  had 
to  stay  in  the  pestilential  atmosphere  of  the 
workshop,  painting  whole  processions  of 
white,  expressionless  saints  and  Madonnas  ; 
giving  an  ecstatic  look  and  a  dab  of  blue 
paint  to  one  ;  putting  a  little  gaudy  colour 
into  the  face  of  another ;  adorning  the  head 
of  a  third  with  a  gilded  mahogany  halo  ;  and 
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powdering  them  all  with  glittering  stars,  wher- 
ever there  appeared  to  be  a  slit  or  a  seam  in 
their  saintly  vestments. 

Madame  Ebsen  usually  preferred  the 
wife's  society  to  the  husband's.  It  amused 
her  to  watch  her  cutting  out  the  thin  eold 
sheets  for  the  ornaments,  and  putting  the 
colour  on  the  images  (after  she  had  first  oiled 
and  resined  them)  with  her  deft  and  dex- 
terous little  fingers.  While  she  worked,  she 
would  chat  away  enthusiastically  about  the 
marvellous  abilities  and  achievements  of  her 
Magnabos.  She  was  always  full  of  some 
new  speech  he  had  made  at  the  grave  of  a 
friend  or  fellow-freethinker  ;  and  with  it  all 
so  kind  and  even-tempered,  though  the  great 
man  did  come  home  now  and  then — after 
a  srand  funeral — a  bit  the  worse  for  an 
extra  glass.  Ah,  she  was  a  lucky  wife  !  often 
said  the  plucky  little  woman.  And  yet  at 
that  very  moment  she  might  have  her  eyes 
closed,  and  her  hand  pressed  against  her 
head,  suffering  atrociously  ;  thanks  to  the 
tiara  of  St.  Ambroise  she  had  been  paint- 
ing. 

One  thing  alone  was  wanting  to  complete 
her  happiness — a  child.  Not  a  boy.  '  Boys 
always  leave  you,'  said  she.  No.  A  girl, 
christened  Mathilda,  with  curly  hair  like  St. 
lohn's,  who  would  keep  her  company  all  day 
long  in  the  workshop. 

'  But  the  happiest  of  us  has  some  trouble,' 
said    she     one     morning    to    the    pretended 
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aunt  of  Henrietta  '  Had  you  ever  a  child, 
Madame  ?' 

'  \  es,'  murmured  Madame  Ebsen. 

'  A  daughter  ?  ' 

No  answer  came.  Looking  round,  she 
saw  the  poor  creature  with  her  face  buried  in 
her  hands,  sobbing. 

That's  why  she  is  always  so  sad  then, 
and  never  sfoes  out,  thought  Madame  Ma- 
tniabos.  She  took  it  for  granted  that  her 
neighbour's  daughter  was  dead,  and  never 
from  that  time  said  anything  of  curly-headed 
little  Mathilda. 

In  the  evening  Henriette  generally  joined 
them,  and  sometimes  Magnabos,  too,  when 
there  was  a  pressure  of  work  and  no  meeting. 
Very  venerable  looked  the  huge  orator  as 
he  stood  in  the  stuffy,  stove-heated  room 
with  his  wife,  painting  the  saints  and  blessed 
martyrs.  Very  imposing,  indeed,  with  his 
flat,  pomaded  locks,  and  that  long  beard 
of  his — which  always  seemed  too  black  some- 
how— spread  out  over  the  long,  grey  blouse 
which  he  filled  with  the  majesty  of  his  pre- 
sence. He  might  have  passed  for  an  Arme- 
nian priest,  or  an  Archimandrite.  But  he  was 
not  above  a  joke,  despite  his  sanctified  air  and 
gravity  of  manner.  '  Come  and  have  your 
halo  stuck  on,  will  you  ? '  he  would  say  to 
some  mitred  bishop  as  he  stuck  him  up  comic- 
all)'  in  front  of  him.  It  was  an  old  joke, 
but  it  never  failed  to  elicit  a  smile  from  his 
wife,  and  a  protesting,  '  Oh,  M.  Magnabos  ! ' 
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from  Henriette.  Then  the  battle  would 
begin.  The  deep  bass  voice  of  the  great 
orator,  and  the  shrill  treble  of  Henriette, 
thundered  and  screamed,  and  screamed  and 
thundered  again.  Strange  names  and  -words 
went  floating  out  of  the  window — such  as 
eternity,  matter,  superstition,  sensualism — ■ 
to  the  intense  astonishment  of  the  passing 
omnibus-drivers.  Atheist  and  Catholic  bor- 
rowed their  arguments  from  the  same 
sources.  Both  quoted  the  Fathers  of  the 
Church  and  the  Encyclopaedists.  But  Ma- 
smabos  had  the  advantage  over  Henriette, 
as  he  kept  his  temper  better.  He  denied 
the  existence  of  God  dogmatically,  but  he 
did  so  calmly,  and  the  process  of  yellow- 
ochreing  St.  Joseph's  beard,  or  St.  Perpetua's 
tresses,  went  on  as  methodically  as  ever. 
Occasionally,  Lorie-Dufresne  tried  to  recon- 
cile the  opponents.  He  had  read  a  good 
deal  about  Protestantism  of  late,  and,  in 
the  condescending,  cautious  manner  which 
became  a  State  servant,  he  did  his  best  to 
still  the  troubled  waters,  and  give  his  hearers 
the  benefit  of  much  profound,  though  recent, 
erudition,  which  rather  exasperated  them  than 
otherwise. 

In  a  dark  corner  where  her  tears  could 
flow  unnoticed,  silent  and  motionless  as  the 
little  statuettes  ranged  meekly  round  the 
walls,  Madame  Ebsen  sat  listening,  as  in 
nightmare,  while  the  mighty  Magnabos  blus- 


GABRIF.LLE'S  SEAT.  307 

tered  and  declared  that  the  knell  of  privileges 
and  prerogatives  had  sounded.  Listening, 
she  pondered  in  her  heart  over  the  vanity 
of  all  religious  distinctions,  and  wondered 
bitterly  that  men  should  use  all  religions  as 
cloaks  for  wickedness  and  injustice. 

Magnabos  was  mistaken.  One  privilege 
has  survived  the  destruction  of  so  many 
others.  A  privilege  stronger  than  them  all; 
a  tyranny  towering  above  laws  and  revolu- 
tions ;  greater  than  ever  for  the  ruin  that 
surrounds  it.  Money.  The  modern  force, 
the  leveller,  the  unconscious,  passive,  omni- 
potent destroyer.  Yes,  passive.  The  poor 
mother  hiding  there,  like  a  criminal ;  the  aged 
minister,  dismissed  for  having  done  his  duty; 
poor  Romain,  unjustly  discharged  from  his 
Lock  ;  not  one  of  them  had  any  idea  how 
small  a  hand  the  Authemans  had  had  in 
their  misfortunes.  It  had  all  happened  with- 
out their  stirring  a  finder.  The  natural 
force  of  things  ;  the  weight  of  their  gold ; 
the  grovelling  meanness  of  the  idol-worship- 
pers ;  were  alone  to  blame.  While  so  much 
base  and  cruel  work  was  being  done  in  their 
name,  they  were  leading  honest  and  peaceful 
lives,  as  usual.  Madame  was  at  Port-Sau- 
veur,  where  the  first  happy  days  of  her  mar- 
ried life  had  been  spent.  Monsieur  was  at 
his    post,   behind   the  office  railings,  at   the 

very   source   of    the   pellucid,    inexhaustible 

x  2 
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springs,  which  kept  the  golden  river  on  a 
level  with  its  lofty  banks.  At  five  o'clock 
every  evening  the  carriage  called  for  Authe- 
man,  and  whirled  him  away  to  his  wife.  So 
punctual  was  his  departure,  that  the  clerks 
used  to  set  their  watches  by  his  carriage 
wheels  ;  and  at  exactly  five  o'clock,  relaxed 
the  gloomy  expression  which  their  faces  in- 
variably wore  while  the  banker  was  in  the 
office.  Great  was  their  surprise,  therefore, 
when  one  fine  June  afternoon,  Autheman 
signed  all  the  letters  at  three,  and  got  ready 
to  go. 

'  I'm  going  upstairs,'  said  he  to  one  of  the 
porters.  '  Tell  Pierre  to  harness  the  horses, 
and  let  me  know  directly  he  is  ready.' 

'  Hope  you're  not  ill,  sir?'  inquired  the 
porter. 

No.  He  was  not  more  ill  to-day  than 
any  other  day.  Slowly,  rubbing  his  swollen 
cheek  abstractedly  as  he  went,  he  ascended 
the  broad  staircase,  while  the  sound  of  his 
own  footsteps  echoed  drearily  through  the 
house  as  though  he  had  been  in  an  old 
church  ;  entered  the  sombre  apartment,  vaster 
and  more  dismal  than  ever  now  with  its 
closed  shutters  and  bare  floors  ;  passed 
through  the  solemn  parlour  in  which  the 
prayer-meetings  were  held  ;  marked  the  de- 
pressing presence  of  the  texts  upon  the 
walls,  and  the  long  rows  of  benches  piled 
one  on  the  top  of  the  other,  and  the  writing- 
desk,    with    its    orderly   green    letter-boxes ; 
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passed  on  again  through  the  stately  drawing- 
room,  with  its  furniture,  in  the  style  of  the 
First  Empire,  tied  up  in  the  chilly  white 
wrappers  which  were  so  suggestive  of  the 
costumes  of  that  period  ;  and  at  last  stopped 
in  front  of  a  high  door  adorned  with  forbid- 
ding wood-carving — the  pitiless  door  of  his 
wife's  room,  which  for  four  years  had  been 
locked  and  closed  against  him. 

He  had  submitted  to  it  in  silence,  refusing 
to  owe  his  happiness  to  anything  but  her 
own  generosity.  How  many  nights  he  had 
spent  since  then,  in  the  frozen  and  desolate 
drawing-room,  listening  to  the  regular  sound 
of  Jeanne's  breathing,  telling  himself  '  She 
is  weary  of  me !  She  loathes  me  ! '  And 
then  in  sheer  desperation  he  had  gone  from 
one  surgeon  to  another,  as  in  his  wretched 
boyhood,  seeking  relief  and  a  cure  for  the 
horrible  hereditary  disfigurement  on  his  face. 
Do  what  they  would,  it  resisted  all  their 
medicines.  He  underwent  an  operation. 
But  hardly  was  the  hideous  spot  cut  out, 
when  it  came  again,  larger  and  more  repul- 
sive than  before,  spreading  over  one  whole 
cheek  like  a  huge,  livid  spider.  At  last 
Autheman  abandoned  the  struggle.  Hu- 
miliated, reckless,  half  beside  himself  with 
rage  and  hopeless  love,  he  plunged  head- 
long into  dissipation.  He  soon  tired 
of  it,  however.  So  delicate  and  pure-minded 
a  lover  could  not  delight  in  vulgar  vice.  He 
turned  away  from   it  in   disgust.     For   him 
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there  was  but  one  woman  in  the  world,  and 
that  woman  was  his  wife — who  had  steeled 
her  heart  against  compassion. 

So  now  he  had  resolved  to  die.  Yes,  to 
die.  Death,  the  last  consoler  of  the  God- 
forsaken, should  end  it  all.  A  cruel,  hor- 
rible, avenging  death.  One  of  those  self- 
murders  which  bespatter  the  street  pave- 
ments with  human  flesh,  stain  the  railings 
round  the  public  monuments  with  human 
blood,  and  crush  the  life  out  of  the  poor, 
suffering,  miserable,  human  body,  with  groans 
and  blasphemy.  He  would  kill  himself  that 
evening  at  Port-Sauveur,  close  to  Jeanne. 
But  first  he  would  take  a  long,  last  farewell 
of  this  bedroom. 

It  was  a  large  room,  daintily  hung  with 
pale  grey  silk,  almost  of  the  same  shade 
as  the  gilded  panels.  The  immateriality  of 
the  woman  who  lived  in  it  was  seen  in  the 
extreme  cleanliness  of  the  hanmnofs,  and  in 
the  neatness  of  the  lacquered,  dove-coloured, 
furniture,  which  seemed  not  a  whit  less  new 
now  than  they  were  on  the  wedding-day 
eleven  years  before.  Poor  Autheman,  whom 
no  one,  even  his  mother,  had  ever  called  by 
his  Christian  name,  like  other  people  !  Poor 
Autheman  the  rich  !  Poor  monster !  Lying 
there  on  the  death-like  bed  with  the  heavy 
drapery,  what  cries  of  fury  and  despair  he 
stifled  under  the  pillow  and  the  curtains ! 
Who  that  had  seen  him  then,  sobbing  like  a 
little  child,  would  have  recognised  him  a  few 
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minutes  later,  in  the  carefully-gloved,  well- 
dressed,  gentlemanly,  and  eminently  respect- 
able Autheman  whom  the  servant  found 
standing  before  the  parrot's  cage  in  the 
antechamber,  when  he  announced  that  the 
carriage  was  waiting  ! 

Parrot  and  cage  were  taken  down  to 
Port-Sauveur  regularly  every  year,  much  to 
Anne  de  Beuil's  scandal.  It  made  her 
frantic  to  hear  the  heretical  old  bird  croak 
her  '  Moses  !  Moses  ! '  in  those  Evangelical 
shades.  This  year,  however,  whether  by 
design  or  accident,  the  parrot  had  been  for- 
gotten ;  and  it  lay  now  stark  and  cold  at 
the  end  of  the  cage,  with  its  claws  drawn 
together  convulsively,  and  its  luckless  head 
reflected  in  the  bit  of  broken  looking-glass, 
beside  the  empty  bath  and  seedless  dishes. 
Never  again  will  it  call  Moses.  Israel  has 
fled  from  the  renegade  mansion. 

Autheman  stared  at  it  all  thoughtfully  for 
a  moment,  walked  downstairs  as  though  it 
did  not  concern  him,  and,  opening  his  watch, 
quietly  bade  the  coachman  drive  as  fast  as  he 
could.  '  I  am  in  a  hurry,  Pierre,'  said  he; 
and  away  rolled  the  brougham,  through  the 
streets  and  along  the  quays  of  that  melan- 
choly black  mass  of  smoking  chimneys, 
poverty-stricken  workmen's  houses,  and 
timber-yards,  the  Faubourg  d'lvry.  A 
sordid  and  rebellious  quarter,  that  greets  the 
few  carriages  which  traverse  it  with  handfuls 
of  mud  and  disrespectful  puffs  of  foul  vapour. 
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But  it  mattered  very  little  to  the  banker. 
Neither  smoke  nor  mud  disturbed  him  much, 
for  wherever  he  drove,  even  amongst  the 
sunny  hills  and  the  cornfields,  the  blinds  of 
his  brougham  always  hid  him  from  his  fellows 
like  a  leper.  Until  the  lodge  gates  of  his 
park  were  passed,  the  rich  man  was  no  better 
than  a  prisoner.  He  did  not  breathe  freely 
till  he  found  himself  in  the  perfume-laden  air 
and  sleepy  silence  of  Port-Sauveur. 

'  Where  is  your  mistress  ?  '  inquired 
Autheman,  abruptly,  as  the  horse  drew  up  at 
the  gate,  snorting  proudly,  but  panting  and 
foaming. 

'  In  the  park,  Sir,  at  Gabrielle's  Seat.' 
Often  in  the  sweet-smelling  summer  even- 
ings must  fair  Gabrielle  have  whispered  words 
of  love,  as  she  sat  on  this  round,  mossy  seat 
nestling  amon'r  the  lindens  which  overhung 
the  top  of  the  great  stone  staircase.  Often 
must  she  have  murmured  sweet  nothings 
here,  and  listened  to  the  humming  of  the 
bees.  To  Jeanne  Autheman,  however, 
Gabrielle's  seat  was  merely  an  observatory. 
When  she  was  not  in  the  Retreat  she  came 
here  to  hold  communion  with  God,  and 
watch  the  servants.  From  her  post  of 
vantage  amongst  the  branches  she  could  see 
every  corner  of  the  park,  the  stiff,  straight 
lines  of  the  hedges,  the  flower-beds,  and  the 
kitchen  gardens  which  ran  along  the  railway. 
The  servants  knew  this  well  enough  ;  and 
when  they  heard  that  '  Madame  was  in  her 
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tree,'  they  did  their  work  accordingly,  and 
the  Chateau  looked  more  sedate  and  clean,  if 
that  were  possible,  than  at  other  times. 

'  Whosoever  would  commune  with  the 
Lord,  let  him  forget  all  created  things  and 
perishable  creatures.' 

The  voice  which  the  banker  heard 
enunciating  this  pious  maxim  was  Jeanne's. 
It  was  answered  by  the  sobs  of  poor  Watson, 
who  had  returned  from  the  Mission  wellnigh 
broken-hearted,  and  hungering  for  the  sight 
of  the  children  she  had  forsaken.  Jeanne, 
who  had  '  received  the  gift  of  strength  from 
Christ  Jesus,'  was  reproving-  her  for  her 
weakness,  heedless  of  her  moans  and  tears. 

'  Good  evening,'  said  she,  when  she  saw 
her  husband.  And  with  this  she  was  about 
to  resume  the  admonition  which  his  arrival 
had  interrupted  ;  but  he  stopped  her. 

'  I  wish  to  speak  to  you,  Jeanne,'  said  he, 
peremptorily. 

She  saw  at  once  by  the  flashing  of  his 
eye  and  the  feverish  grasp  of  his  hand,  as  he 
caught  her  by  the.  wrist,  that  the  time  for 
the  long-delerred  explanation  had  come. 

'  You  may  go,  my  daughter,'  said  she  to 
Watson  ;  and  waited  for  him  to  bemn,  with 
that  dreadful,  wearied  expression  upon  her 
face  Avhich  women  assume  when  they  are 
expecting  to  be  spoken  to  of  love,  and  do 
not  love  the  man  who  is  about  to  speak 
of  it. 

'  Why    do    you     withdraw    your    hand, 
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Jeanne  ?'  murmured  Autheman,  sitting  down 
beside  her.  '  Why  do  you  take  away  what 
you   have  given  ?  Yes,   yes,  you  know 

what  I  mean,  for  all  those  lying  looks  of 
yours,'  he  continued.  '  You  were  my  wife  ; 
why  have  you  ceased  to  be  so  ? ' 

Then,  with  burning,  passionate  words,  he 
tried  to  make  her  understand  all  that  she  had 
been  to  him  ;  what  a  great  place  she  occu- 
pied in  his  life.  He  told  her  of  his  lonely 
and  sickly  childhood,  and  of  his  unhappy 
youth.  Told  her  how,  in  the  days  when 
most  creatures  have  the  joyous  sense  of 
power  and  love,  he  had  felt  like  some 
hideous,  hunted  insect  that  has  to  hide  con- 
tinually under  stones  to  avoid  destruction. 
Told  her  how,  when  she  had  at  last  appeared 
to  him,  she  had  shed  such  radiance  around 
her  that  fresh  life  and  courage  had  come  into 
him.  His  very  torture,  as  he  had  watched 
her  talking  under  the  hedges  with  Deborah, 
and  sickened  at  the  thought  that  she  would 
refuse  him,  had  been  sweet,  for  was  not  she 
the  cause  of  it  ? 

'  Do  you  remember,  Jeanne,'  said  he, 
'  the  day  mother  called  to  ask  for  your  hand  ? 
I  passed  the  whole  afternoon  here,  on  this 
very  seat,  waiting  very  patiently  and  calmly, 
Jeanne.  "  If  she  refuses  me  I  will  kill  my- 
self," I  was  thinking.  The  way  and  the 
place  were    quite  settled  Look  at  me 

well,  Jeanne.  You  know  I  am  no  vain 
talker  ...  Here  I  sit  with  you  where  I  sat 
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alone  eleven  years  ago,  and  just  as  firmly 
resolved  to  die  now  if  you  refuse  to  listen  to 
me  I  have  chosen  the  time  and  the  place 

.  .       My  life  is  in  your  hands.     Choose.' 

Knowing-  how  earnest  and  sincere  he  was. 
she  carefully  avoided  uttering  the  '  No '  so 
plainly  written  in  her  eyes,  and  in  the  in- 
stinctive shrinking  of  her  whole  nature. 
Gently  she  reminded  him  of  his  Christian 
duty  ;  spoke  of  faith,  the  soother  and  com- 
forter ;  and  God's  laws,  which  forbade  self- 
murder. 

'  God !  You  are  my  God,  Jeanne,'  he 
passionately  ejaculated,  and  each  word  had 
the  sound  of  a  kiss.  '  God  !  Your  mouth, 
your  breath,  those  arms  of  yours  which  once- 
embraced  me,  Jeanne — this  fair  white  shoulder 
on  which  I  have  so  often  fallen  asleep — 
all  this  is  my  God.  While  I  sat  in  the 
church  you  took  me  to,  my  thoughts  were 
full  of  you.  As  I  worked  on,  wearing  my 
eyes  out  over  those  figures,  my  heart  was 
full  of  you.  You  gave  me  strength  to  work. 
You  gave  me  zeal  to  pray  .  .  And  now 
you  have  taken  all  from  me.  How  can  I 
ever  believe  in  you  again  ?  How  can  I 
endure  my  life  ? ' 

On  that  she  rose,  indignant  at  the  idea 
of  his  daring  to  blaspheme  in  her  presence. 
Her  cheeks  flushed  with  the  heat  of  the 
righteous  wrath  permitted  by  the  Scriptures. 
Be  angry,  and  sin  not. 

'  Stop  ! '  she  cried.     '  Not  another  word. 
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I  thought  you  had  understood  me  better 
God  and  my  work  call  me  .  .  .     To  all  else 
I  am  dead  ! ' 

Very  beautiful  looked  Jeanne  Autheman 
as  she  stood  there  quivering  with  passion 
(she  who  was  usually  so  unmoved),  with  the 
sprigs  of  linden  falling  about  her  black,  dis- 
ordered tresses.  He  gazed  at  her  for 
a  moment,  rapt  in  admiration  ;  then  cast  a 
downward  glance  of  dreadful  irony  at  the 
bandage  which  hid  his  disfigurement.  Could 
it  be  true  that  God  was  the  only  obstacle  ? 
Micrht   she    not   have   a   lover  ?  He 

longed  to  be  able  to  despise  her,  and  have 
a  lower  object  for  his  jealousy  Lover 

or  no  lover,  though,  he   knew  she  was   im- 
placable. 

'  As  I  expected,'  said  he,  rising,  and 
speaking  in  his  ordinary  quiet,  business-like 
tones.  '  I  knew  it  would  be  useless,  but  I 
wished  to  avoid  all  chance  of  misunderstand- 
ing.' 

He  turned  to  go — then  stopped — '  Never, 
Jeanne  ? '  said  he. 

'  Never ' 

Whither  can  he  be  bound  ?  thought 
Jeanne.  How  strangely  he  had  looked  at 
his  wratch,  as  he  hurried  away,  like  a  man 
afraid  of  missing  an  appointment.  Well,  let 
him  go.  God  punisheth  the  rebellious  spirit. 
So  putting  him  aside,  she  began  praying,  to 
still  the  emotion  which  had  so  shaken  her, 
and  efface  the  earthy  stain  which  his  coarse 
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appeal  had  left  upon  her  pure  soul.     And  as 
she  prayed  she  grew  calmer. 

Evening"  wore  on,  night  shivered  amongst 
the  branches,  and  swarms  of  great  heart- 
moths  began  to  settle  on  the  geraniums. 
Gradually  the  flower-beds  became  indistinct, 
and  the  darkness  deepened.  The  moon  had 
not  ye.t  risen,  and  now  nothing  was  visible 
but  the  straight,  glistening  railway  line, 
lighted  by  the  two  flaming  lamps  coming 
round  the  bend  in  the  river. 

The  evening  express  !  ' 

It  passed  with  a  rush  and  a  clatter,  while 
Jeanne  slowly  went  down  to  her  dinner, 
murmuring  the  last  verse  of  her  prayer. 
And  ere  she  went  in  she  turned,  watching  the 
train  disappear  in  the  night.  Nor  did  the 
fear  once  trouble  her,  as  she  watched,  that 
she  stood  there  at  that  moment — a  widow. 

They  found  him  that  same  evening,  after 
distractedly  searching  for  him  up  and  down 
the  line  with  lanterns.  He  had  placed  his  hat 
and  gloves  and  cane  carefully  together  on 
the  terrace.  Crushed  and  bleeding  frag- 
ments of  the  body  had  been  scattered  here 
and  there  along  the  rails.  The  only  part  of  it 
intact  was  the  head.  The  bandage  had  been 
torn  from  the  face,  however,  and  on  it  you 
could  see,  more  dreadful  than  ever,  the 
hideous  black  spider,  still  remorseless,  still 
stretching  out  its  great,  cruel  form  over  its 
prey. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

'  LEAVE  YOU  ?        .    NEVER,  OH,  NEVER,  MOTHER  ! ' 

Madame  Ebsen  grew  less  afraid  of  her  per- 
secutor as  time  went  on.  She  began  to  go 
out  asfain,  knowing  that  the  d'Arlots  were 
back  in  Paris,  and  would  protect  her  if  any 
fresh  attempt  were  made  to  carry  her  off  to  an 
asylum.  Yet  she  had  to  keep  very  quiet ;  for 
the  banker's  tragic  end,  and  the  resolute  spirit 
of  his  widow,  who  was  carrying  on  the  busi- 
ness with  a  cleverness  worthy  of  the  daugh- 
ter-in-law of  old  Madame  Autheman,  had 
brought  about  a  considerable  change  in  public 
opinion,  and  Jeanne  had  regained  much  of 
the  sympathy  she  had  lost.  For  that  matter, 
the  poor  mother  felt  little  inclination  to 
renew  her  attempt  to  get  back  her  child. 
Fear  and  those  long  months  of  suspense  had 
crushed  the  courage  out  of  her  ;  and  she  was 
fain  to  say,  like  the  peasant  at  Petit- Port, 
'  It's  no  good  trying.' 

As  she  did  not  dare  to  return  to  the  Rue 
du  Val-de-Grace,  she  remained  in  Hen- 
riette's  room,  which  she  had  all  to  herself 
now.  For  Flenrietce.  who  had  come  to  the 
end  of  her  funds,  had  gone  off — this  time  to 
Albania.  She  herself  had  been  oblieed  to 
take  to  teaching  again.  It  helped  her  to 
drag  on  through  the  day ;  but  her  evenings 
hung  dreadfully  on  her  hands,  and  she  often 
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missed  her  excitable  and  garrulous  com- 
panion. 

Magnabos  was  ill,  too.  The  great  orator 
had  taken  a  chill  at  the  funeral  of  a  political 
brother,  and  had  been  confined  to  his  bed 
ever  since  with  a  feverish  cold,  and  a  nasty 
cough  which  made  the  Manitous  tremble 
where  they  stood  on  the  shelves.  Madame 
Magnabos  had  rather  a  bad  time  of  it  as  she 
gilded  her  little  saints  and  virgins,  for  it 
made  the  great  man  very  bad-tempered  to 
think  of  all  the  friends  who  must  be  dying 
and  crettingf  buried  without  him. 

She  would  be  sad,  wherever  she  went, 
thought  Madame  Ebsen  ;  so  why  not  stay 
where  she  was,  and  watch  the  cracks  in  the 
walls  of  her  wretched  room  grow  wider  and 
wider  ?  Her  mind  was  full  of  her  child  still, 
and  she  had  given  up  trying  to  forget. 
'  Where  is  she  ?  What  is  she  doing  ? '  she 
was  always  wondering.  She  got  no  letters 
now,  and  was  obliged  to  content  herself  by 
reading  and  re-reading  the  cold,  cruel  mes- 
sages she  had  received  in  the  early  days 
of  her  isolation.  Amongst  them  was  the 
postal  card,  on  which  she  had  written,  Aly 
child's  last  letter  to  me.  Even  a  card  would 
have  satisfied  her — even  a  line — nay,  a  word, 
so  that  the  word  was  '  Eline.' 

She  missed  Lorie,  too.  He  had  been 
called  away  to  Amboise  to  wind  up  the 
affairs  of  the  Gailletons,  who  had  died  within 
a  week  or  two  of  each  other.     During  his 
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absence  she  called  once  or  twice  at  Madame 
Blot's  to  see  whether  she  had  any  news  to 
give  her;  but  she  did  not  stay  long,  never 
went  up  to  her  own  apartment,  or  stopped 
to  kiss  Fanny  and  Maurice,  who  had  re- 
mained in  Paris  with  Sylvanire.  She  had 
not  quite  been  able  to  get  rid  of  her  fear  of 
being  carried  off,  even  yet,  and  looked  back 
a  dozen   times,  whenever  she  ventured  into 

the  lonely  street,  to  see  that  nobody  was 
domino'  }ier> 

One  day  as  she  put  her  head  in  at  the 
door,  and  asked  the  usual  desponding 
question,  '  Nothing  for  me  to-day,  Madame 
Blot  ? '  the  concierge  rushed  out  in  great 
excitement  and  exclaimed,  '  There  is,  though  ; 
I  should  think  so,  indeed !  Your  daughter 
is  upstairs.  She  has  just  this  moment 
arrived  ! ' 

How  did  she  find  strength  to  go  up, 
and  turn  the  key  in  the  lock,  and  drag  her- 
self into  the  room  ? 

'  My  child  ! '  she  sobbed.  '  My  own  dear, 
dear  little  daughter  ! ' 

She  took  her  in  her  arms,  and  wept 
silently  over  her ;  and  Eiine  stood  there 
while  she  wept,  cold  and  still,  and  looking 
strangely  thin  in  her  black  straw  bonnet  and 
loose  waterproof. 

'  Oh,  my  pretty  Lina ! '  cried  her  mother, 
unclasping  her  arms  for  a  moment  to  ex- 
amine her.  '  How  they  have  changed 
you !' 
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She  flung  herself  on  her  neck  again,  with 
a  sob  like  the  gasp  of  a  drowning  man  who 
has  been  restored  to  air  and  life. 

'  Don  t  go  away  again,  oh  don't !  .  .  .  I 
could  not  bear  it.' 

Nestling  close  to  her,  so  that  her  very  re- 
proaches were  gentle  as  a  kiss,  she  told  her 
of  her  terrible  sorrow,  and  frenzied  search, 
and  how  they  had  tried  to  take  her  away  to 
the  madhouse. 

'Hush,  hush!'  said  Eline.  'God  has 
permitted  me  to  return.  Let  us  give  thanks 
to  Him,  without  repining.' 

'  Yes,  yes,'  replied  the  mother.  '  You 
are  right.' 

Now  that  her  child  had  come  back,  what 
did  it  matter  ?  Had  even  that  infamous 
wretch,  Birk  himself,  been  there  at  that 
moment,  she  would  have  kissed  his  Judas 
face  in  her  gratitude.  She  had  her  Lina 
again —  all  to  herself.  She  could  hold  her 
in  her  arms,  and  hear  her  soft  tread  as  she 
walked  about  in  the  home  that  had  seemed 
dead  and  was  alive  again.  She  followed 
her  from  room  to  room,  and  helped  her  to 
unpack  her  boxes.  And  when  they  sat 
down  together — together — to  the  little  dinner 
that  had  been  hurriedly  prepared,  their  hands 
and  looks  met,  as  in  the  old  days,  and  all 
bitterness  was  swept  away  in  perfect  bliss. 

Downstairs  in  the  garden,  which  the 
sunset  was  gilding,  they  heard  the  laughter 
of    the    children,    who    had    taken    strange 
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liberties  with  the  flower-beds  and  evergreens 
since  Pastor  Aussandon's  rooms  had  been 
shut  up  and  a  great  board  with  '  To  let '  on 
it  had  been  hung  on  the  wall  of  the  house. 
But  Eline  never  thought  of  them,  and  hardly- 
distinguished  the  sound  of  their  voices  from 
the  noisy  chirping  of  the  sparrows.  Madame 
Ebsen  did  not  dare  to  speak  to  her  of  the 
past,  for  she  did  not  know  what  her 
daughter's  plans  were,  and  she  feared  lest, 
by  some  imprudence,  she  should  snap  the 
frail  thread  of  her  marvellous  joy.  The 
greatest  happiness  is  not  quite  free  from 
anguish. 

They  only  spoke  about  the  Dean.  Poor 
man,  what  pain  it  must  have  given  him  to 
tear  himself  away  from  this  peaceful  spot — to 
leave  the  garden  he  had  planted  with  his 
own  hands — to  forsake  his  favourite  roses 
and  the  old  cherry-tree,  of  which  he  used 
to  be  so  proud,  as  he  carefully  picked  the 
few  sour  cherries  it  bore ;  such  dusty 
town  cherries,  black  with  dust  and  soot, 
which  had  to  be  washed  away  before  you 
could  set  them  on  the  table !  Madame 
Ebsen  almost  imagined  she  saw  the  old 
couple  going  away,  with  their  small  store 
of  worldly  goods,  to  live  with  one  of  their 
married  children  in  some  quiet  corner  of  the 
provinces.  She  thought  of  the  good  minister 
patiently  waiting  to  find  some  humble  living, 
and  willing  to  endure  once  more  all  the 
privations  he  had  known  at  the  beginning 
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of  his  long  career.  Yet  he  was  at  the  top 
of  the  hill,  and  would  gladly  have  rested 
from  his  labours.  And  all  this  trouble  had 
come  upon  him  because  he  alone,  in  all 
Paris,  had  had  the  courage  to  lift  up  his 
voice  against  the  cruelty  and  injustice  done 
her. 

'  Ah  Linette !  If  you  had  only  heard 
him  preach  that  day !  It  was  so  beautiful, 
so  like  God's  voice  speaking,  that  you  would 
have  come  back  at  once,  you  bad  child.' 
The  next  instant,  fearing  she  had  given 
offence,  she  took  her  by  the  hand  and  kissed 
her,  saying,  '  I  was  only  joking,  dear.' 

Eline  made  no  answer ;  she  seemed  ab- 
stracted and  tired.  Her  pale  face  told  of 
much  suffering  and  weariness.  '  It's  the 
journey,'  thought  her  mother ;  and,  though 
she  evidently  had  no  wish  to  talk  that  even- 
ing, she  could  not  refrain  from  questioning 
her  as  to  her  adventures.  She  was  burning 
to  know  where  her  child  had  been  all  that 
time,  and  whence  she  had  come.  But  she 
got  only  vague  and  embarrassed  answers  to 
her  inquiries.  She  gathered  that  Eline  had 
been  ill  at  Zurich  for  a  full  month,  and  that 
she  had  done  good  work  at  Manchester. 
Every  now  and  again  she  introduced  a  pious 
exhortation  into  the  conversation.  '  Let  us 
suffer  with  Christ,  mother,'  said  she,  '  that 
we  may  reign  with  Him.'  '  Oh,  my  little 
Lina!  How  they  have  changed  you!'  was  the 

only  reply  the  good  woman  made. 

Y  2 
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Well !  The  chief  thing  was  to  have  her 
there,  in  the  little  bedroom  next  her  own,  to 
which  Lina  retired  very  early,  alleging  that 
she  was  tired.  Madame  Ebsen,  on  the  con- 
trary, being  anxious  to  return  to  her  old 
ways  and  habits,  sat  up  late  putting  things 
in  order,  stopping  frequently  to  enjoy  the 
delightful  sensation  of  being  at  home  and  at 
peace  after  many  hours  of  loneliness  and 
despair. 

All  was  still  in  the  street.  Over  the 
tree-tops  in  the  garden  came  the  sound  of 
the  clock  striking  the  hour  at  St.  Jacques- 
du-Haut-Pas,  mingled  with  faint  echoes  of 
the  violins  at  Bullier.  Nothing  stirred  in 
Eline's  room,  though  a  light  still  shone  at 
her  window. 

'  She  has  forgotten  to  put  it  out,'  thought 
Madame  Ebsen,  stealing  in  on  tiptoe. 

Her  child  was  kneeling  on  the  stone 
floor,  with  her  head  back,  and  her  arms 
stretched  out  rigidly,  as  though  imploring 
pardon. 

'  Leave  me  alone  with  God,  mother ! ' 
said  Eline  curtly,  and  without  turning  her 
head,  as  the  door  creaked. 

But  her  mother  clung  to  her,  and  pressed 
her  wildly  to  her  heart. 

'  Don't  talk  like  that,  my  darling  child  ! ' 
she  exclaimed.  '  Don't  be  angry  with  me, 
or  I  shall  fear  you  are  going  to  leave  me  i ' 

And  suddenly,  loosening  her  hold  of  the 
girl,  she  fell  on  her  knees,  too,  heavily. 
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Oh  Lina  ! '  she  cried,  '  I  will  pray  with 
you  .  .  .  Only  tell  me  what  to  say  ! ' 

When  the  sun  shines  full  upon  a  house, 
it  warms  and  brightens  every  floor.  Is 
happiness  like  the  sunshine  ? 

A  day  or  two  after  Eline's  return, 
Madame  Ebsen  had  a  letter  from  Lorie  to 
say  that  he  had  inherited  all  that  the  Gaille- 
tons  had  left  behind  them.  It  was  not 
much,  for  they  had  sunk  most  of  their 
money  in  an  annuity  ;  but  there  was  the 
house  (which  he  intended  to  sell),  and  the 
vineyard,  and  the  cottage — which  he  thought 
of  keeping  for  the  children,  Romain,  and 
Sylvanire.  His  letter  was  written  from  the 
very  room,  facing  the  great  tower  of  the 
Chateau,  in  which  his  poor  martyr  had  died, 
said  Lorie.  Maurice,  he  went  on,  would 
pursue  his  studies  for  the  Naval  School  in 
the  College  at  Amboise.  Poor  Maurice  !  You 
were  fated  to  be  the  victim  of  a  vocation. 

At  the  end  of  the  letter,  after  all  the 
news,  was  a  timid  postscript. 

'  So  you  have  found  your  child  again. 
Had  you  been  able  to  tell  me  that  I  had  any 
hope  of  a  share  in  your  great  joy,  I  know 
you  would  have  written.  Yet  tell  her  that 
my  heart  has  never  changed,  and  that  my 
little  ones  are  still  motherless.' 

This  is  the  simple  and  ingenuous  letter 
which  Madame  Ebsen  wrote  to  him  in 
answer  to  that  postscript : 
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'  Lorie,  my  friend,  she  is  my  child,  and 
yet  she  is  not  my  child.  She  is  sweet  and 
submissive,  ready  to  do  anything  you  ask  of 
her,  but  cold  and  indifferent,  as  though 
something  in  her  heart  had  snapped  ;  and, 
indeed,  I  often  think  her  heart  has  stopped. 
Sometimes  I  take  her  in  my  arms  to  warm 
her,  and  exclaim,  "  You  are  all  I  have  in  life, 
my  darling  child  !  And  what  is  life  without 
love  ?  "  She  makes  no  answer,  or  she  tells 
me  that  we  should  love  each  other  in  Christ, 
and  care  for  nothing  but  our  salvation.  She 
cares  for  little  else  herself,  truly,  and  her 
whole  time  is  given  over  to  prayer  and 
edifying  books. 

'  At  first  she  used  to  go  about  amongst 
our  friends  ;  but  now  she  never  stirs  from  the 
house,  and  does  not  even  talk  of  pupils.  I 
don't  know  what  she  thinks  of  doing.  Mean- 
while I  am  working  for  both  of  us.  Oh,  I 
can  wait !  She  may  rest  as  long  as  she 
likes,  for,  God  be  praised,  since  her  return 
I  have  felt  like  a  girl  of  twenty.  .  I  am 
sorry  I  cannot  hold  out  much  hope  to  you, 
either.  After  I  received  your  letter,  I  went 
to  fetch  Fanny  (whom  she  had  not  seen 
since  her  return),  hoping  the  child's  pretty 
ways  and  the  sight  of  the  soft  tresses  she 
once  loved  to  stroke,  would  touch  her  heart. 
But,  alas !  she  received  the  child  as  if  she 
had  been  an  utter  stranger — gave  her  an  icy 
kiss,  like  those  I  get  from  her — and  talked 
to  her  the  whole  time  of  God,  and  the  need 
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of  the  Gospel  light.     Poor  Fanny  got  quite 
frightened. 

'  I  have  not  lost  all  hope,  even  now,  of 
curing  my  daughter  of  her  terrible  disease — 
the  disease  of  being  loveless.  It  is  but  a 
question  of  time  and  tenderness.  Listen  to 
this,  my  friend !  Last  night  as  I  was  weep- 
ing quietly  in  bed  (for  it  is  a  sad  thing  to 
lose  your  child  alive),  I  fancied  I  heard  a  sob 
in  the  next  room  ;  I  got  up  at  once,  and 
found  Lina  in  bed,  awake.  It  was  dark  in 
her  room.  "  What  ails  you,  my  pet  ?  "  said 
I.  "  Nothing — nothing,  mother,"  said  Lina. 
But  I  kissed  her,  and,  as  I  did  so,  I  felt  her 
cheeks  wet  with  tears. 

Oh,  my  friend,  can  you  imagine  any- 
thing sadder  than  this  mother  and  this 
daughter,  weeping,  with  the  night  between 
them  ?  .  .  .  But,  for  all  that,  she  wept. 
Maybe  her  heart  is  awakening.  And  if  she 
gave  me  her  heart  again,  she  would  give  it 
to  you  and  to  your  children.'  .  .  . 

On  the  15th  of  July,  about  three  weeks 
after  Eline's  return,  Madame  Ebsen,  who 
had  been  to  bid  good-bye  to  the  last  of  her 
pupils  remaining  in  Paris,  called  to  ask  how 
Magnabos  was. 

'  111,  very  ill,'  hoarsely  replied  the  great 
orator,  who,  alas !  had  quite  lost  his  voice. 
He  turned,  not  without  difficulty,  to  his  wife, 
who  was  quietly  shedding  tears  on  the  blue 
robes  of  St.  Rigobert.     '  Above  all,'  he  said, 
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'  I  implore  you  not  to  let  any  one  make  a 
speech  over  my  tomb.  I  won't  have  any. 

.  .      None  of  them  could  make  a  s^ood  one.' 

He  got  quite  lively  the  next  minute  over 
the  national  fete  of  the  previous  day- 

'  What  did  you  think  of  it,  Madame 
Ebsen  ? '  said  the  orator.  '  Wasn't  it  grand  ? 
What  a  row  they  did  make,  to  be  sure  ! ' 

'  I  heard  them  in  the  distance,'  replied 
Madame  Ebsen.  '  But  I  did  not  see  much. 
.  .      Lina  would  not  go  out.' 

'  Would  not  go  out?'  muttered  Magnabos, 
indignantly.  'Not  go  out  on  the  fete  day 
of  the  people  ?  The  day  on  which  we 

celebrate  the  overthrow  of  superstitions  and 
privileges  ?  I'd  have  made  her  illuminate, 
curse  her.' 

'  Don't  get  so  hot  about  it,  dear,'  said 
poor  Madame  Magnabos,  who  was  very 
anxious  lest  he  should  lose  the  one  lung 
that  he  had  left.  She  did  not  ask  her  to  go, 
but  the  look  in  her  eye  was  so  eloquent  that 
Madame  Ebsen  rose  at  once,  and  went  out 
into  the  streets,  where  the  flags  were  still 
flying,  and  the  evergreens,  though  much 
damaged  by  the  rain,  still  invited  the  people 
to  be  merry-  The  sight  of  the  dying  man 
she  had  left,  or  the  sorrow  of  his  noble  wife, 
or  the  sadness  which  invariably  follows  re- 
joicing, quite  upset  Madame  Ebsen,  whose 
legs  grew  strangely  tired  as  she  walked  along 
in  the  close  air  of  the  city  streets. 

The    Luxembourg    garden    seemed   un- 
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familiar  and  forbidding  as  she  walked 
through  it,  and  glanced  at  the  vulgar  display 
of  tricolour  lamps  and  Chinese  lanterns,  or, 
rather,  what  was  left  of  them.  She  walked 
quickly,  for  she  was  anxious  to  get  away 
from  the  sadness  of  the  streets,  and  be  home 
again  with  her  child. 

'  Lina  !     Lina  ! ' 

Eline's  door  was  locked,  and  it  was  not 
till  her  mother  had  called  to  her  twice  that 
the  girl  came  out,  dressed,  as  though  for  a 
journey,  and  looking  even  paler  than  usual 
in  the  hat  she  wore,  with  the  broad  black 
strings  she  wore  tied  under  her  chin.  Beside 
her,  on  a  chair,  was  her  portmanteau. 

'  Eline,  where  are  you  going  ? '  cried 
Madame  Ebsen. 

'  God  calls  me,  mother,'  replied  Eline. 
'  I  must  obey  His  voice.' 

This  time  her  mother  did  not  utter  a  cry, 
or  shed  a  tear.  She  saw  what  a  shameless 
trick  had  been  played  her ;  saw,  too,  that 
Eline  had  been  allowed  to  go  home  for  a 
time,  only  to  show  people  she  was  a  free 
agent,  and  answer  the  accusation  of  old  Aus- 
sandon.  Now  that  the  desired  impression 
had  been  made,  what  mattered  it  whether 
her  mother  died  of  the  shock  or  no  ?  She 
must  go.     It  was  too  much. 

'  Go !  if  you  will.  I  have  no  longer  a 
child,'  said  the  mother,  in  a  hoarse  and 
terrible  voice. 

For  some  time  after  that,  the  two  women 
stood  there  without  looking   at  each  other, 
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erect  and  speechless,  while  the  carriage  was 
beinof  fetched. 

It  seemed  a  long  time  coming,  and  yet 
it  may  have  been  only  a  minute.  For  when 
men  and  women  are  at  death's  door,  minutes 
may  seem  ages. 

'  Farewell,  mother ;  I  will  write  to  you/ 
said  Lina. 

'  Farewell ! '  said  her  mother. 

Their  cheeks  touched  coldly  for  a  mo- 
ment as  they  kissed.  Yet,  cold  as  it  was,  at 
the  touch  something  in  Eline's  heart  awoke, 
and  the  mother  heard  what  seemed  the 
abortion  of  a  sob  rise  to  her  daughter's  lips. 

'  Stay  with  me,  then,  my  child  ! ' 

She  opened  her  arms  to  her  daughter — 
opened  them  wide.  But  Eline,  in  a  voice, 
wild  and  hoarse  as  her  own,  exclaimed,  '  No, 
no.  I  must  go,  for  your  salvation  and  my 
own.  Though  it  rend  our  hearts,  yet  will 
I  save  you,  mother  ! ' 

Madame  Ebsen  stood  there,  motionless, 
listening  to  the  light  step  going  down  the 
stairs.  The  daughter  did  not  once  look  back 
when  she  got  into  the  carriage.  The  mother 
never  lifted  the  curtain,  to  wave  her  child  a 
last  good-bye.  The  carriage  started,  turned 
the  corner  of  the  street,  and  was  lost  in 
thousands  of  other  carriages  which  swell  the 
life  and  the  noise  of  Paris. 

Since  then  they  have  never  met.     Never. 
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phy. By  T.  P  O'Connor,  M.P.  Sixth 
Edit.,  New  Preface.  Cr.8vo,  cl.ex.7s.6d. 

Beauchamp.   —   Grantley 

Grange:  A  Novel.  By  Shelsley 
Beauchamp.     Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Beautiful  Pictures  by  British 

Artists  :  A  Gathering  of  Favourites 
from  our  Picture  Galleries.  In  Two 
Series.  All  engraved  on  Steel  in  the 
highest  style  of  Art.  Edited,  with 
Notices  of  the  Artists,  by  Sydney 
Armytage,  M.A.  Imperial  4to,  cloth 
extra,  gilt  and  gilt  edges,  21s.  per  Vol. 

Bechstein.  —  As       Pretty      as 

Seven,  and  other  German  Stories. 
Collected  by  Ludwig  Bechstein. 
Wi ;  h  Additional  Tales  by  the  Brothers 
Grimm,  and  100  Illusts.  by  Richter. 
Small  4to,  green  and  gold,  63,  6d. ; 
gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 


Beerbohm.  —  Wanderings      in 

Patagonia;  or,  Life  among  the  Ostricl 
Hunters.  By  Julius  Beerbohm.  Wit! 
Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d 

Belgravia    for    1885.  On« 

Shilling  Monthly,  Illustrated  by  P 
Macnab.  —  A  Strange  Voyage,  bj 
W.  Clark  Russell,  is  begun  in  tht 
January  Number,  and  will  be  con 
tinued  throughout  the  year.  Thi- 
Number  contains  also  the  Opening 
Chapters  oi  a  New  Story  by  Cecii 
Power,  Author  of"  Philistia,"  entitlec 
Babylon. 

*»*  Now  ready,  the  Volume  for  July  U 
October,  1884,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges 
7s.  6d. ;  Cases  for  binding  Vols.,  2s.  each 

Belgravia  Annual.  With  Stories 

by  F.  W.  Robinson,  J.  Arbuthnot 
Wilson,  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  B 
Montgomerie  Ranking,  and  others 
Demy  Svo,  with  Illusts.,  Is. 

B e n n eU(W.C.,L.L.D.),Works  by 

A  Ballad  History  of  England.    Posi 

8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
Songs  for  Sailors.    Post  8vo,   cloth 
limp,  2s. 

Basant    (Walter)    and    James 

Rice,   Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust. 

boards,  2s.  each;  cloth  limp,  2s. 6d. 

eaoh;  or  cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,3s.  6d.  each, 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

Besant  (Walter),  Novels  by: 

All  Sorts  and   Conditions  of  Men: 

An  Impossible  Story.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  Fred.  Barnard.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo, 
illust.  boards,  2s  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

The  Captains'  Room,  Sec.  With 
Frontispiece  by  si.  J.  Wheeler. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. ;  cl.  limp,  2s. 6d. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair.  With  6  Illusts. 
by  H.  Furniss.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Dorothy  Forster.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.  With  Illustrations  by  Chas. 
Green.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Uncle  Jack,  and  other  Stories.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  [In  the  press. 

The  Art  of  Fiction.    Demy  8vo,  13. 
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Betham-Edwards  (M.),  Novels 

by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
each. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 
Felicia.  |  Kitty. 

Bewick  (Thos.)  and  his  Pupils. 

By  Austin  Dobson.    With  95  Illustra- 
tions.   Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

Birthday  Books:— 

The  Starry  Heavens :  A  Poetical 
Birthday  Book.  Square  8vo,  hand- 
somely bound  in  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Birthday  Flowers:  Their  Language 
and  Legends.  By  W.  J.  Gordon. 
Beautifully  Illustrated  in  Colours  by 
Viola  Boughton.  In  illuminated 
cover,  crown  4to,  6s. 

The  Lowell  Birthday  Book.  With 
Illusts.,  small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 


Blaokburn's  (Henry)  Art  Hand- 
books. Demy  8vo,  Illustrated,  uni- 
form in  size  for  binding. 

Academy  Notes,  separate  years,  from 
1875  to  1883,  each  Is. 

Academy  Notes,  1884.  With  152  Illus- 
trations.   Is. 

Academy  Notes,  1875-79.  Complete 
in  One  Vol. , with  nearly  600  Illusts.  in 
Facsimile.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 

Academy  Notes,  1880-84.  Complete 
in  One  Volume,  with  about  700  Fac- 
simile Illustrations.     Cloth  limp,  6s. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  1877.    6d. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  separate  years,  from 
1878  to  1883,  each  Is. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  1884.  With  73 
Illustrations     Is. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  1877-82.  With 
upwards  of  300  Illustrations.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 

Pictures  at  South  Kensington.  With 
70  Illustrations.     Is. 

The  English  Pictures  at  the  National 
Gallery.     114  Illustrations.     Is. 

The  Old  Masters  at  the  National 
Gallery.    128  Illustrations.     Is.  6d. 

A  Complete  Illustrated  Catalogue 
to  the  National  Gallery.  With 
Notes  by  H.  Blackburn,  and  242 
Illusts.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 


1 1 1  ust  rated  Catalogue  of  the  Luxem- 
bourg  Gallery.  Containing  about 
250  Reproductions  after  the  Original 
Drawings  of  the  Artists.  Edited  by 
F.G.Dumas.     Demy  8vo,  3s.  6d. 

The  Paris  Salon,  1884.  With  over  300 
Illusts.  Edited  b,y  F.  G.  Dumas. 
Demy  8vo,  3s, 


Art  Handbooks,  continued — 
The  Art  Annual,  1883-4.    Edited  by 
F.   G.   Dumas.      With  300  full-page 
Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  Ss. 

Boccaccio's    Decameron  ;     or, 

Ten  Days'  Entertainment.  Translated 
into  English,  with  an  Introduction  by 
Thomas  Wright,  F.S.A.  With  Portrait, 
and  Stothard's  beautiful  Copper- 
plates. Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Blake  (William) :  Etchings  from 

his  Works.  By  W.  B.  Scott.  With 
descriptive  Text.  Folio,  half-bound 
boards,  India  Proofs,  21s. 

Bowers'(G.)  Hunting  Sketches: 

Canters  in  Crampshire.  Oblong  4to, 

half-bound  boards,  21s. 
Leaves    from    a    Hunting   Journal. 

Coloured  in  facsimile  of  the  originals. 
Oblong  4to,  hall-bound,  21s. 

Boyle  (Frederick),  Works  by  : 

Camp  Notes:  Stories  ot  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s. 

Savage  Life  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra 
3s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s. 

Chronicles  of  No-Man's  Land. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Brand's  Observations  on  Pop- 
ular Antiquities,  chiefly  Illustrating 
the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs, 
Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.  With 
the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with 
numerous  Illustrations,  7s,  6d. 

Bret  Harte,  Works  by  : 
Bret  Harte's  Collected  Works.    Ar- 
ranged and  Revised  by  the  Author. 
Complete  in  Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
Vol.  I.    Complete    Poetical    and 
Dramatic  Works.  With  Steel  Por- 
trait, and  Introduction  by  Author. 
Vol.  II.  Earlier  Papers     Luck  of 
Roaring  Camp, and  other  Sketches 
—Bohemian     Papers  —  Spanish 
and  American  Legends. 
Vol.  III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts 

— Eastern  Sketches. 
Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy. 
Vol.    V.     Stories    —    Condensed 
Novels,  &c. 
The  Select  Works  or'  Bret  Harte,  in 
Prose  and  Poetry.     With  Introduc- 
tory Essay  by  J.  M.  Bellew,  Portrait 
of  the  Author,  and  50  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Gabriel  Conroy  :  A  Novel.    Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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Bret  Harte's  Works,  continued — 
An  Heiress  of  Red   Dog,  and  other 
Stories.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards, 
2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

The  Twlnsof  Table  Mountain.  Fcap. 

8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
Luck  of   Roaring  Camp,  and  other 

Sketches.   Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
Jeff  Brlggs's  Love  Story.    Fcap.  8vo, 

picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 
Flip.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
Californian   Stories  (including  The 

Twins  of  Table   Mountain,  Jeff 

Briggs's   Love   Story,   &c.)    Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Brewer  (Rev.  Dr.),  Works  by  : 

The  Reader's  Handbookof  Allusions, 
References,  Plots,  and  Stories. 
Fourth  Edition,  revised  throughout, 
with  a  New  Appendix,  containing  a 
Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Cr.  8vo,  1,400  pp.,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates:  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"The  Reader's  Handbook,"  separ- 
ately printed.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. ;  half-bound,  9s. 

Brewster(SirDavid), Works  by: 

More  Worlds  than  One:  The  Creed 
of  the  Philosopher  and  the  Hope  of 
the  Christian.  With  Plates.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

The  Martyrs  of  Science:  Lives  of 
Galileo,  Tycho  Brahe,  and  Kep- 
ler. With  Portraits.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  4S.  6d. 

Letters  on  Natural  Magic.  A  New 
Edition,  with  numerous  Illustrations, 
and  Chapters  on  the  being  and 
Faculties  of  Man,  and  Additional 
Phenomena  of  Natural  Magic,  by 
J.  A.  Smith.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
48.  6d. 

Brlllat-Savarin.— Gastronomy 

as  a  Fine  Art.  By  Brillat-Savarin. 
Translated  by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

Burnett  (Mrs.),  Novels  by  : 

Surly  Tim,  and  other  Stories.     Post 

8v0,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
Kathleen   Mavourneen.     Fcap.  8vo, 

picture  cover,  Is. 
Lindsay's  Luck.     Fcap,  8vo,  picture 

cover,  Is. 
Pretty  Polly  Pemberton.  Fcap.  8vo, 

picture  cover,  Is. 


Buchanan's  (Robert)  Works  : 

Ballads  of  Life,  Love,  and  Humour. 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  Arthur 
Hughes.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Selected  Poems  of  Robert  Buchanan. 
With  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Undertones.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

London  Poems.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  6s. 

The  Book  of  Orm.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  6s. 

White  Rose  and  Red:  A  Love  Story. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Idylls  and  Legends  of  Inverburn. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

St.  Abe  and  his  Seven  Wives  :  A  Tale 
of  Salt  Lake  City.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  A.  B.  Houghton.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Robert  Buchanan'sComplete  Poeti- 
cal Works.  With  Steel  plate  Por- 
trait. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d. 

The  Hebrid  Isles:  Wanderings  in  the 
Land  of  Lome  and  the  Outer  He- 
brides. With  Frontispiece  by  W. 
Small.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

A  Poet's  Sketch-Book:  Selections 
from  the  Prose  Writings  of  Robert 
Buchanan.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  6s. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword :  A  Ro- 
mance. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

A  Child  of  Nature :  A  Romance.  With 
a  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

God  and  the  Man  :  A  Romance.  With 
Illustrations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline:  A 
Romance.  With  Frontispiece  by  A.  W. 
Cooper.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s. 6d.; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Love  Me  for  Ever.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  P.  Macnab.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Annan  Water:  A  Romance.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

The  New  Abelard:  A  Romance.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Foxglove  Manor:  A  Novel.  Three 
Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Matt :  A  Romance.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d.   [Shortly. 

Burton  (Robert): 

Tll?    Anator"y    of    Melancholy.     A 

New  Edition,  complete,  corrected 
and  enriched  by  Translations  of  the 
Classical  Extracts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Melancholy  Anatomised:  Being  an 
Abridgment,  tor  popular  use,  of  Bur- 
ton's Anatomy  of  Melancholy. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
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Burton  (Captain),  Works  by: 

To  the  Gold  Coast  for  Gold  :  A  Per- 
sonal Narrative.  By  Richard  F.  Bur- 
ton and  Verney  Lovett  Cameron. 
With  Maps  and  Frontispiece.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

The  Book  of  the  Sword :  Being  a 
History  of  the  Sword  and  its  Use  in 
all  Countries,  from  the  Earliest 
Times.  By  Richard  F.  Burton. 
With  over  400  Illustrations.  Square 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  32s. 

Bunyan's   Pilgrim's  Progress. 

Edited  by  Rev.  T.  Scott.  With  17 
Steel  Plates  by  Stothard,  engraved 
by  Goodall,  and  numerous  Woodcuts. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Byron  (Lord) : 

Byron's  Letters  and  Journals.  With 
Notices  of  his  Life.  By  Thomas 
Moore.  A  Reprint  of  the  Original 
Edition,  newly  revised,  with  Twelve 
full-page  Plates.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Byron's  Don  Juan.  Complete  in  One 
Vol.,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Cameron  (Commander)  and 
Captain  Burton. — To  the  Gold  Coast 
for  Gold :  A  Personal  Narrative.  By 
Richard  F.  Burton  and  Verney 
Lovett  Cameron.  With  Frontispiece 
and  Maps.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  21s. 

Cameron    (Mrs.    H.     Lovett), 

Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,   3s.   6d.   each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Juliet's  Guardian. 
Deceivers  Ever. 

Campbell.— White  and  Black: 

Travels  in  the  United  States.  By  Sir 
George  Campbell,  M.P.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  14s. 

Carlyle  (Thomas) : 

Thomas  Carlyle:  Letters  and  Re- 
collections. By  Moncure  D.  Con- 
way, M.A.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
with  Illustrations,  6s. 

On  the  Choice  of  Books.  By  Thomas 
Carlyle.  With  a  Life  of  the  Author 
by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  New  and  Re- 
vised Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
Illustrated,  Is.  6d. 

The  Correspondence  of  Thomas 
Carlyleand  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson, 
1834  to  1872.  Edited  by  Charles 
Eliot  Norton.  With  Portraits.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 


Chapman's   (George)  Works: 

Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  II., 
the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations, 
with  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Alger- 
non Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III., 
the  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odys- 
sey. Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  18s. ;  or  separately,  6s.  each. 

Chatto&  Jackson.— A  Treatise 

on  Wood  Engraving,  Historical  and 
Practical.  By  Wm.  Andrew  Chatto 
and  John  Jackson.  With  an  Addi- 
tional Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn  ; 
and  450  fine  Illustrations.  A  Reprint 
of  the  last  Revised  Edition.  Large 
4to,  half-bound,  28s. 

Chaucer : 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  With 
Eight  Coloured  Pictures  and  nu- 
merous Woodcuts  by  the  Author. 
New  Ed.,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  By  Mrs.  H.  R. 
Haweis.  Demy8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.6d. 

Clodd. —  Myths  and  Dreams. 

By  Edward  Clodd,  F.R.A.S.,  Author 
of  "  The  Childhood  of  Religions,"  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.      [Shortly, 

City  (The)  of  Dream  :  A  Poem. 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  [In  the  press. 

Cobban. — The  Cure  of  Souls  : 

A  Story.  By  J.  Maclaren  Cobban. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Collins  (C.  Allston).— The  Bar 

Sinister:  A  Story.  By  C.  Allston 
Collins.   Post8vo,  illustrated  bds.,2s. 

Collins  (Mortimer  &  Frances), 

Novels  by : 

Sweet  and  Twenty.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Frances.    Post  8vo,  Must,  bds.,  2s. 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  ;  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

The  Village  Comedy.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. ;  cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3S.  6d. 

You  Play  Me  False.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  2s.;  cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Collins  (Mortimer),  Novels  by  : 

Sweet  Anne  Page.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. ;  crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Transmigration.  Post  8vo, illust. bds. 
2s.;  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. 

From  Midnight  to  Midnight.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ;  crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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Collins     (Wilkie),    Novels    by. 

Each  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. ;  or  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  Illustrated,  3s.  6d. 

Antonina.    Illust.  by  A.  Concanen. 

Basil.  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gil- 
bert and  J.  Mahoney. 

Hide  and  Seek.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  J.  Mahoney. 

The  Dead  Secret.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  A.  Concanen. 

Queen  of  Hearts  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  A.  Concanen. 

My  Miscellanies.  With  Illustrations 
by  A.  Concanen,  and  a  Steel-plate 
Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Woman  in  White.  With  Illus- 
trations by  Sir  John   Gilbert  and 

F.  A.  Fraser. 

The  Moonstone.    With  Illustrations 

by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 

Man  and  Wife.    Illust.  by  W.  Small. 

Poop     Miss    Finch.      Illustrated    by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward 
Hughes. 

Miss  op  Mrs.?    With  Illustrations  by 

S.  L.  FiLDEsand  Henry  Woods. 
The  New  Magdalen.     Illustrated  by 

G.  Do  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Rands. 
The    Frozen    Deep.      Illustrated    by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady.   Illustrated 

by  S.  L.  Fildes  and  Sydney  Hall. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Haunted  Hotel.    Illustrated  by 

Arthur  Hopkins. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 

Heart  and  Science:  A  Story  of  the 
Present  Time.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

"  I  Say  No."  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
31s  6d. 


Conway's  (M.  D.)  Works,  continued — 
A   Necklace  of  Stories.     Illustrated 
by  W.  J.   Hennessy.     Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 
The    Wandering   Jew.     Crown   8vo, 

cloth  extra,  6s. 
Thomas  Carlyle:    Letters  and    Re- 
collections.     With      Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Cook  (Dutton),  Works  by  : 
Hours    with    the    Players.    With  a 

Steel  Plate  Frontispiece.     New  and 

Cheaper  Edit.,  cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 6s. 
1        Nights  at  the  Play:  A  View  of  the 

English  Stage.    New  and  Cheaper 

Edition.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Leo:  A  Novel.    Post  8vo,  illustrated 

boards,  2s. 
Paul    Foster's   Daughter.    Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. ;   crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Cooper. — Heart    Salvage,    by 

Sea  and  Land.  Stories  by  Mrs. 
Cooper  (Katharine  Saunders,). 
Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Copyright. — A    Handbook   ot 

English  and  Foreign  Copyright  in 
Literary  and  Dramatic  Works.  By 
Sidney  Jerrold,  of  the  Middle 
Temple,  Esq.,  Barrister-at-Law.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Cornwall. — Popular  Romances 

of  the  West  of   England;    or,  The 

Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions 
of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected  and  Edited 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  New  and 
Revised  Edition,  with  Additions,  and 
Two  Steel-plate  Illustrations  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Colman's    Humorous   Works: 

"  Broad  Grins,"  "  My  Nightgown  and 
Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works, 
Prose  and  Poetical,  of  George  Col- 
man.  With  Life  by  G.  B.  Buckstone, 
and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Convalescent      Cookery :      A 

Family  Handbook.  By  Catherine 
Ryan.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works 

by: 
Oemonology  and    Devil-Lore.     Two 
Vols.,  royal  8vo,  with  65  lllusts. ,  28s. 


Creasy. — Memoirs  of  Eminent 

Etonians  :  with  Notices  of  the  Early 
History  of  Eton  College.  By  Sir 
Edward  Creasy,  Author  of  "  The 
Fifteen  Decisive  Battles  of  the  World." 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  13 
Portraits,  7s.  6d. 

Cruikshank  (George): 

The  Comic  Almanack.  Complete  in 
Two  Series  :  The  First  from  1835 
to  1843  ;  the  Second  from  1844  to 
1853.  A  Gathering  of  the  Best 
Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  May- 
hew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2,000 
Woodcuts  and  Steel  Engravings  by 
Cruikshank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  two  very  thick 
volumes,  7s,  6d.  each. 
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Cruikshank  (G.),  continued — 
The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank.    By 

Blanchard  Jerrold,  Author  of 
"The  Life  of  Napoleon  III.,"  &c. 
With  84  Illustrations.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  enlarged,  with  Ad- 
ditional Plates,  and  a  very  carefully 
compiled  Bibliography.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  A  beautiful  re- 
production of  Major's  Edition,  with 
37  Woodcuts  and  Two  Steel  Plates 
by  George  Cruikshank,  choicely 
printed.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d.  A  few  Large-Paper  copies, 
printed  on  hand-made  paper,  with 
India  proofs  of  the  Illustrations,  36s. 


Cussans.— Handbook  of  Her- 
aldry; with  Instructions  for  Tracing 
Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient 
MSS.,  &c.  By  John  E.  Cussans. 
Entirely  New  and  Revised  Edition, 
illustrated  with  over  400  Woodcuts 
and  Coloured  Plates.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Cyples.— Hearts   of   Gold:    A 

Novel.  By  William  Cyples.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Daniel Merrie    England    in 

the  Oiden  Time.  By  George  Daniel. 
With  Illustrations  by  Robt.  Cruik- 
shank. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Daudet.— Port  Salvation  ;    or, 

The  Evangelist.  By  Alphonse 
Daudet.  Translated  by  C  Harry 
Meltzer.  With  Portrait  of  the 
Author.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. 

Davenant.  —  What    shall    my 

Son  be  ?  Hints  for  Parents  on  the 
Choice  of  a  Profession  or  Trade  for 
their  Sons.  By  Francis  Davenant, 
M.A.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Davies  (Dr.  N.  E.),  Works  by: 

One    Thousand     Medical     Maxims. 

Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
Nursery    Hints:   A  Mother's  Guide. 

Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
Aids  to  Long  Life.    Crown  8vo,  2s. ; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Davies'    (Sir  John)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  Psalms  I. 
to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Un- 
published MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial- 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Two  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  12s, 


De  Maistre. — A  Journey  Round 

My  Room.  By  Xavier  de  Maistre. 
Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.  P06t 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

De  Mille. — A  Castle  in  Spain. 

A  Novel.  By  James  De  Mille.  With 
a  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Derwent  (Leith),  Novels  by: 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.bds.,  2s. 

Circe's  Lovers.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Dickens  (Charles),  Novels  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sketches  by  Boz.   |  Nicholas Nickleby. 
Pickwick  Papers.   |  Oliver  Twist. 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 

(May/air  Library.)     Post  8vo,  cloth 
mp,  2s.  6d. 


The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens, 

1841-1870.  With  a  New  Bibliography, 
revised  and  enlarged.  Edited  and 
Prefaced  by  Richard  Herne  Shep- 
herd.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

About    England    with    Dickens.    By 

Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustra- 
tions by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof,  Alfred 
Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  10s.  6d. 

Dictionaries: 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the 
Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.;  hf.-bound,  9s. 

The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Allu- 
sions, References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer, 
LL.D.  Fourth  Edition,  revised 
throughout,  with  a  New  Appendix, 
containing  a  Complete  English  Bib- 
liography. Crown  8vo,  1,400  pages, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates.  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"  The  Reader's  Handbook,"  sepa- 
rately printed.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C. 
Brewer,  LL.D.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  23. 

Familiar  Allusions:  A  Handbook 
of  Miscellaneous  Information ;  in- 
cluding the  Names  of  Celebrated 
Statues,  Paintings,  Palaces,  Country 
Seats,  Ruins,  Churches,  Ships, 
Streets,  Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities, 
and  the  like.  By  Wm.  A:  Wheeler 
and  Charles  G.  Wheeler,  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d, 
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Dictionaries,  continued — 

Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.  With 
Historical  and  Explanatory  Notes. 
By  Samuel  A.  Bent,  M.A.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

A  Dictionary  of  the  Drama:  Being 
a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the  Plays, 
Playwrights.Players,  and  Playhouses 
of  the  United  Kingdom  and  America, 
from  the  Earliest  to  the  Present 
Times.  By  W.  Davenport  Adams. 
A  thick  volume,  crown  8vo,  half- 
bound,  12s.  6d.  [In  preparation. 

The  Slang  Dictionary:  Etymological, 
Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. 

Women  of  the  Day:  A  Biographical 
Dictionary.  By  Frances  Hays.  Cr. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A  Dic- 
tionary of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out- 
of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  New  and  Cheaper  Issue. 
Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. ;  hf.-bd.,  9s. 

Diderot. — The  Paradox  of  Act- 
ing. Translated,  with  Annotations, 
from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le 
Comedien,"  by  Walter  Herries 
Pollock.  With  a  Preface  by  Henry 
Irving.     Cr.  8vo,  in  parchment, 4s.  6d. 

Dobson  (W.  T.),  Works  by  : 

Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and  Frolics.  Post  8vo,  cl.  lp.,  2s.  6d. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentri- 
cities.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Doran. —  Memories     of     our 

Great  Towns ;  with  Anecdotic  Glean- 
ings concerning  their  Worthies  and 
their  Oddities.  By  Dr.  John  Doran, 
F.S.A.  With  38  Illustrations.  New 
and  Cheaper  Ed.,  cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 

Drama,  A   Dictionary  of  the. 

Being  a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the 
Plays,  Playwrights,  Players,  and  Play- 
houses of  the  United  Kingdom  and 
America,  from  the  Earliest  to  the  Pre- 
sent Times.  By  W.  Davenport 
Adams.  (Uniform  with  Brewer's 
"  Reader's  Handbook.")  Crown  8vo, 
half-bound,  12s.  6d.       [In  preparation. 

Dramatists,  The  Old.  Cr.  8vo, 
cl.  ex.,  Vignette  Portraits,  6s.  per  Vol. 
Ben  Jonson's  Works.  With  Notes 
Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford. 
Edit,  by  Col.  Cunningham.  3  Vols. 
Chapman's  Works.  Complete  in 
Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the 
Plays  complete,  including  doubtful 
ones;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor 
Translations,  with  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.C.Swinburne;  Vol. III., Trans- 
lations of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 


Dramatists,  The  Old,  continued — 
Marlowe's  Works.  Including  his 
Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introduction,  by  Col.  Cunning- 
ham. One  Vol. 
Massinger's  Plays.  Fromthe  Text  of 
William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Col. 
Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

Dyer.  —  The     Folk -Lore     of 

Plants.  By  T.  F.  Thiselton  Dyer, 
M.A.,  &c.  Crowa  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d.  [In  preparation. 

Early   English    Poets.     Edited, 

with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 
by  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 

Fletcher's  (Giles,  B.D.J  Complete 
Poems.     One  Vol. 

Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Two  Vols. 

Herrick's  (Robert)  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.    Three  Vols. 

Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Three  Vols. 

Herbert  (Lord)  of  Cherbury's  Poems. 
Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  J. 
Churton  Collins.  Crown  8vo, 
parchment,  8s. 

Edwardes(Mrs.A.),  Novels  by: 

A  Point  of  Honour.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Archie  Lovell.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds., 
2s. ;  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Eggleston.— Roxy:  A  Novel.  By 
Edward  Eggleston.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. ;  cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Emanuel. — On   Diamonds  and 

Precious  Stones:  their  History, Value, 
and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  for 
ascertaining  their  Reality.  By  Harry 
Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s. 

Englishman's   House,  The :  A 

Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House,  with 
full  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c. 
By  C.  J.  Richardson.  Third  Edition. 
N  early  600  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.  ,7s.6d. 

Ewald   (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A.), 
Works  by : 
Stories    from    the    State    Papers. 

With  an  Autotype  Facsimile.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
The  Life  and  Times  of  Prince 
Charles  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany, 
commonly  called  the  Young  Pre- 
tender. From  the  State  Papers  and 
other  Sources.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  with  a  Portrait,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
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Eyes,  The.— How   to   Use   our 

Eyes,  and  How  to  Preserve  Them.  By 
John  Browning,  F.R.A.S.,  &c.  With 
52  Illustrations.  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Fairholt. — Tobacco:  Its  His- 
tory and  Associations ;  with  an  Ac- 
count of  the  Plant  and  its  Manu- 
facture, and  its  Modes  of  Use  in  all 
Ages  and  Countries.  By  F.  W.  Fair- 
holt,  F.S.A.  With  Coloured  Frontis- 
piece and  upwards  of  ioo  Illustra- 
tions by  the  Author.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.ex.,6s. 

Familiar  Allusions:  A  Hand- 
book of  Miscellaneous  Information  ; 
including  the  Names  of  Celebrated 
Statues,  Paintings,  Palaces,  Country 
Seats,  Ruins,  Churches,  Ships,  Streets, 
Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities,  and  the 
like.  By  William  A.  Wheeler, 
Author  of  "  Noted  Names  of  Fiction  ;  " 
and  Charles  G.  Wheeler.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  73.  6d. 

Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by  : 

The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle  : 
Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 
Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous 
Illustrations,  4s.  6d. 

On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature, 
and  their  Relations  to  each  other : 
Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 
Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous 
Illustrations,  4s.  6d. 

Farrer.  —  Military     Manners 

and  Customs.  By  J.  A.  Farrer, 
Author  of  "Primitive  Manners  and 
Customs,"  &c.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
6s.  [In  preparation. 

Fin-Bee.  —  The    Cupboard 

Papers :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Living  and  Dining.  By  Fin-Bec.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by  : 

The  Recreations  of  a  Literary  Man  ; 
or,  Does  Writing  Pay  ?  With  Re- 
collections of  some  Literary  Men, 
and  a  View  of  a  Literary  Man's 
Working  Life.  Cr.8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the 
Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.  Post 
8vo,  cloth-  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Bella  Donna.   |    Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 


Fletcher's  (Giles,  B.D.)  Com- 
plete Poems :  Christ's  Victorie  in 
Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth, 
Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and 
Minor  Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  bds.,6s. 

Fonblanque. — Filthy  Lucre:  A 

Novel.    By  Albany  de  Fonblanque. 
_  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Francillon   (RTE^  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 

post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2a.  each. 
Olympia.              |    Queen  Cophetua 
One  by  One. 

Esther's  Glove.    Fcap.   8vo,  picture 

cover,  Is. 
A  Real  Queen.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra.  3s. 6d. 

French  Literature,  History  of. 

By  Henry  Van  Laun.  Complete  in 
3  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Frere. — Pandurang    Hari  ;    or, 

Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  a  Preface 
by  Sir  H.  Bartle  Frere,  G.C.S.I.,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Friswell.— One  of  Two:  A  Novel. 
By  Hain  Friswell.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Frost  (Thomas),  Works  by  : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 
The    Old    Showmen    and    the   Old 
London  Fairs. 

Fry. — Royal  Guide  to  the  Lon- 
don Charities,  1884-5.  By  Herbert 
Fry  Showing  their  Name,  Date  of 
Foundation,  Objects,  Income,  Officials, 
&c.  Published  Annually.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Gardening  Books: 

A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Green- 
house :  Practical  Advice  to  Amateur 
Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of 
the  Flower, Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden. 
By  George  Glenny.  Post  8vo,  Is. : 
cloth,  ls.6d. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden  :  The  Plants  we 
Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 
By  Tom  Jerrold.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Household  Horticulture:  A  Gossip 
about  Flowers.  By  Tom  and  Jane 
Jerrold.  Illust.  Post  8vo,cl.  lp.,2s.6d. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
By  Tom  Jerrold.  Fcap.  8vo,  illus- 
trated cover,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

My  Garden  Wild,  and  What  I  Grew 
there.  ByF.G.  Heath.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s.  •  gilt  edges,  6s. 
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Garrett. — The  Capel  Girls:  A 

Novel.     By  Edward  Garrett.     Post 
8vc,illust.bds.,  2s. ;  cr.8vo,  cl.ex,,  3s.  6d. 

Gentleman's  Magazine  (The) 

foe  1885.  One  Shilling  Monthly.  A 
New  Serial  Story,  entitled  "The 
Unforeseen,"  by  Alice  O'Hanlon, 
begins  in  the  January  Number 
"  Science  Notes,"  by  W.  Mattieu 
Williams,  F.R.A.S.,  and  "Table 
Talk,"  by  Sylvanus  Urban,  are  also 
continued  monthly. 
***  Noa  ready,  the  Volume  for  July  to 

December,  1884,  clothextra,  price8s.G6.. ; 

Cases  for  binding,  2s.  each. 

German  Popular  Stories.  Col- 
lected by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and 
Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction,  by  John  Ruskin. 
With  22  Illustrations  on  Steel  by 
George  Cruikshank,  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Gibbon  (Charles),  Novels  by  : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Robin  Gray. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What      will      the 

World  Say? 
In  Honour  Bound. 
In  Love  and  War. 
7or  the  King. 


Queen       of      the 

Meadow. 
In  PasturesGreen 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Flower  of  the 

Forest.        [lem. 
A    Heart's     Prob- 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
The  Dead  Heart. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Fancy  Free. 
Loving  a  Dream. 

By  Mead  and  Stream.    Three  Vols., 

crown  8vo. 
Found     Out.        Three    Vols.,    crown 
8  vo. [Shortly. 

Gilbert  (William),  Novels  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke,  Costermongcr. 

Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original   Plays 

by:  In  Two  Series,  each  complete  in 
itself,  price  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains  —  The 
Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and  Ga- 
latea —  Charity  —  The  Princess  —  The 
Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  contains — Bro- 
ken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— 
Gretchen — Dan'l  Druce— Tom  Cobb— 
H.M.S.  Pinafore— The  Sorcerer— The 
Pirates  of  Penzance. 


Glenny. — A    Year's    Work     in 

Garden  and  Greenhouse:  Practical 
Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to 
the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.  By  George 
Glenny.     Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Godwin. — Lives  of  the  Necro- 
mancers. By  William  Godwin. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Golden    Library,  The: 

Square  i6mo  (Tauchnitz  size),  cloth 
limp,  2s.  per  volume. 

Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  1he 
Echo  Club. 

Bennett's  (Dr.  W.  C.)  Ballad  History 
of  England. 

Bennett's  (Dr.)  Songs  for  Sailors. 

Byron's  Don  Juan. 

Godwin's  (William)  Lives  of  the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's  Autocrat  of  the  Break- 
fast Table.  With  an  Introduction 
by  G.  A.  Sala. 

Holmes's  Professor  at  the  Break- 
fast Table. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete.    All  the  original  Illustrations. 

Irving's  (Washington)  Tales  of  a 
Traveller. 

Irving's  (Washington)  Tales  of  the 
Alhambra. 

Jesse's  (Edward)  Scene3  and  Oc- 
cupations of  a  Country  Life. 

Lamb's  Essays  of  Elia.  Both  Series 
Complete  in  One  Vol. 

Leigh  Hunt's  Essays:  A  Tale  for  a 
Chimney  Corner,  and  other  Pieces. 
With  Portrait,  and  Introduction  by 
Edmund  Ollier. 

Mallory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 
d'Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King 
Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the 
Round  Table.  Edited  by  B.  Mont- 
gomery Ranking. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A  New 
Translation,  with  Historical  Intro- 
duction and  Notes, byT.M'CRiE.D.D. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.    Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and  Moral 
Reflections.  With  Notes,  and  In- 
troductory Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve. 

St.  Pierre's  Paul  and  Virginia,  and 
The  Indian  Cottage.  Edited, with 
Lite,  by  the  Rev.  E.  Clarke. 

Shelley's  Early  Poems,  and  Queen 
Mab.    With  Essay  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

Shelley's  Later  Poems:  Laon  and 
Cythna,  &c. 

Shelley's  Posthumous  Poems,  the 
Shelley  Papers,  &c. 


CHATTO  &>  W INDUS,  PICCADILLY. 


ii 


Golden  Library,  The,  continued — 
Shelley's   Prose  Works,  including  A 

Refutation  of  Deism,  Zastrozzi,  St. 

Iivyne,  &c. 
White's     Natural    History    of    Sel- 

borne.     Edited,  with  Additions,  by 

Thomas  Brown,  F.L.S. 


Golden  Treasury  of  Thought, 

The  :  An  Encyclopaedia  of  Quota- 
tions from  Writers  of  all  Times  and 
Countries.  Selected  and  Edited  by 
Theodore  Taylor.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
gilt  and  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Gordon  Cumming(C.  F.), Works 

by: 

In  the  Hebrides.  With  Autotype  Fac- 
simile and  numerous  full-page  Illus- 
trations. Demy  8vb,  cloth  extra, 
8s.  6d. 

In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian 
Plains.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions.   Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s.  6d. 

Graham.  —    The    Professor's 

Wife  :  A  Story.  By  Leonard  Graham. 
Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth 
extra,  2s.  6d. 


Greeks  and  Romans,  The  Life 

of  the,  Described  from  Antique  Monu- 
ments. By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
Koner.  Translated  from  the  Third 
German  Edition,  and  Edited  by  Dr. 
F.  Hueffer.  With  545  Illustrations. 
New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  demy  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Greenwood  (James), Works  by: 

The  Wilds  of  London.     Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  Cd. 
Low-Life  Deeps:    An  Account  of  the 

Strange   Fish  to  be   Found   There. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
Dick  Temple:    A   Novel.      Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Guyot.— The  Earth  and  Man; 

or,  Physical  Geography  in  its  relation 
to  the  History  of  Mankind.  By 
Arnold  Guyot.  With  Additions  by 
Professors  Agassiz,  Pierce,  and  Gray; 
12  Maps  and  Engravings  on  Steel, 
some  Coloured,  and  copious  Index. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  4s.  6d. 

Hair  (The):  Its  Treatment  in 
Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease. 
Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J. 
Pincus.     Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Hake   (Dr.   Thomas    Gordon), 

Poems  by: 

Maiden    Ecstasy.      Small  4to,  cloth 
extra,  8s. 


Hake's  (Dr.  T.  G.)  Poems,  continued — 
Hew  Symbols.  Cr.Svo,  cloth  extra,  63. 
Legends  of  the  Morrow.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  6s. 
The  Serpent  Play.    Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  6s. 

Hall.— Sketches  of  Irish  Cha- 

racter.  By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and 
Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey, 
and  G.  Cruikshank.  Medium  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Hall  Caine. — The  Shadow  of  a 

Crime:  A  Novel.  By  Hall  Caine. 
3  vols.,  crown  8vo.  [Immediately . 

Halliday. — Everyday    Papers. 

By  Andrew  Halliday.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Handwriting,  The  Philosophy 

of.  With  over  loo  Facsimiles  and  Ex- 
planatory Text.  By  Don  Felix  de 
Salamanca.    Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Hanky-Panky:    A  Collection  of 

Very  EasyTricks.Very  Difficult  Tricks, 
White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200 
Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 4s.  6d. 

Hardy    (Lady    Duffus). —  Paul 

Wynter's  Sacrifice:  A  Story.  By 
Lady  Duffus  Hardy.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. 

Hardy  (Thomas). — Under  the 

Greenwood  Tree.  By  Thomas  Hardy, 
Author  of  "Far  from  the  Madding 
Crowd.''  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d.  ;   post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s. 

Haweis  (Mrs.  H.  R.),  Works  by  : 

The  Art  of  Dress.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Small  8vo,  illustrated 
cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
with  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  Il- 
lustrations, 6s. 

The  Art  of  Decoration.  Square  8vo, 
handsomely  bound  and  profusely 
Illustrated,  10s.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  With  Eight  Coloured  Pictures 
and  numerous  Woodcuts.  New 
Edition,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.). — American 

Humorists.  Including  Washington 
Irving,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 
James  Russell  Lowell,  Artemus 
Ward, Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte. 
By  the  Rev.  H.  R.  Haweis,  M.A. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


12 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Hawthorne  (Julian),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Garth.  I  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentln.   I  Dust. 

Prince  Saronl's  Wife. 

Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds. 
Fcap.  8vo,  illustrated  cover,  Is. ; 
cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Fortune's  Fool. 

Beatrix  Randolph.  With  Illustrations 

by  A.  Fredericks. 
Miss  Cadogna. [Shortly. 

IMPORTANT  NEW  BIOGRAPHY 

Hawthorne    (Nathaniel)    and 

his  Wife.  By  Julian  Hawthorne. 
With  6  Steel-plate  Portraits.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 

[Twenty-five  copies  of  an  Edition  de 
Luxe,  printed  on  the  best  hand-made 
paper,  large  8vo  size,  and  with  India 
proofs  of  the  Illustrations,  are  reserved 
for  sale  in  England,  price  48s.  per  set. 
Immediate  application  should  be  made 
by  anyone  desiring  a  copy  of  this 
special  and  very  limited  Edition.] 

Hays.— Women  of  the  Day:  A 

Biographical  Dictionary  of  Notable 
Contemporaries.  By  Frances  Hays. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Heath    (F     G.).  —  My    Garden 

Wild,  and  What  I  Grew  There.  By 
Francis  George  Heath,  Author  of 
"  The  Fern  World,"  &c.  Crown  8vo, 
cl.  ex  ,  5s. ;  cl.  gilt,  gilt  edges,  Gs. 

Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by  : 

Animals  and  their  Masters.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Social  Pressure.  Post  8vo, cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d. 

Ivan  de  Biron:  A  Novel.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Heptalogia    (The);      or,     The 

Seven  against  Sense.  A  Cap  with 
Seven  Bells.      Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Herbert.— The  Poems  of  Lord 

Herbert  of  Cherbury.  Edited,  with 
Introduction,  by  J.  Churton  Collins. 
Crown  8vo,  bound  in  parchment,  8s. 

Herrick's  (Robert)  Hesperides, 

Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.,  Steel  Portrait,  Index 
of  First  Lines,  and  Glossarial  Index, 
&c.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  18s. 


Hesse- Wartegg  (Chevalier 
Ernst  von),  Works  by  : 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
With  22  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6<L 

The  New  South-West:  Travelling 
Sketches  from  Kansas,  New  Mexico, 
Arizona,  and  Northern  Mexico. 
With  ioo  fine  Illustrations  and  Three 
Maps.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
14s.  \In preparation. 

Hindley  (Charles),  Works  by  : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings  :  In- 
cluding the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with 
Taverns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
With  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 

Hoey. — The     Lover's     Creed. 

By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  With  12  Illus- 
trations by  P.  MacNab.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo. 

Holmes  (O.Wendell),  Works  by : 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d. ;  another  Edition  in  smaller 
type,  with  an  Introduction  by  G.  A. 
Sala.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast- 
Table  ;  with  the  Story  of  Iris.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Holmes.  —  The      Science     of 

Voice  Production  and  Voice  Preser- 
vation: A  Popular  Manual  for  the 
Use  of  Speakers  and  Singers.  By 
Gordon  Holmes,  M.D.  With  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Hood  (Thomas): 

Hood's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Verse.  Including  the  Cream  of  the 
Comic  Annuals.  With  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete. With  all  the  original  Illus- 
trations.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Hood  (Tom),  Works  by: 

From  Nowhere  to  the  North  Pole: 

A  Noah's  Arkasological  Narrative. 
With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brun- 
ton  and  E.  C.  Barnes.  Square 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6g. 
A  Golden  Heart:  A  Novel.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s, 
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Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Hu- 
morous Works,  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures.Bons  Mots,  Puns  and 
Hoaxes.  With  a  New  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and 
Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  gilt,  7s,  6d. 

Hooper The  House  of  Raby  : 

A  Novel.  By  Mrs.  George  Hooper. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Horne. — Orion  :  An  Epic  Poem, 

in  Three  Books.  By  Richard  Hen- 
gist  Horne.  With  Photographic 
Portrait  from  a  Medallion  by  Sum- 
mers. Tenth  Edition,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  

Howell.— Conflicts  of  Capital 

and  Labour,  Historically  and  Eco- 
nomically considered :  Being  a  His- 
tory and  Review  of  the  Trade  Unions 
of  Great  Britain,  showing  their  Origin, 
Progress,  Constitution,  and  Objects,  in 
their  Political,  Social,  Economical, 
and  Industrial  Aspects.  By  George 
Howell.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Hugo. —  The     Hunchback    of 

Notre  Dame.  By  Victor  Hugo. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Hunt. — Essays  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  and 
other  Pieces.  With  Portrait  and  In- 
troduction by  Edmund  Ollier.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by  : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Thornlcroft's  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 

Ingelow.— Fated  to  be  Free  :  A 

Novel.  By  Jean  Ingelow.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,  Songs 

of.  Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Perce- 
val Graves.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Irving  (Washington),Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  each. 
Tales  of  a  Traveller. 
Tales  of  the  Alhambra. 

Janvier. — Practical    Keramics 

for  Students.  By  Catherine  A. 
Janvier.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  65. 

Jay  (Harriett),  Novels  by.  Each 

crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  or  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Dark  Colleen. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught. 


Jefferies  (Richard),  Works  by: 

Nature  near   London.  Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Life  of  the  Fields.  Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  6s.  

Jennings  (H.  J.),  Works  by : 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lord  Tennyson:  A  Biographical 
Sketch.  With  a  Photograph-Por- 
trait.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jennings      (Hargrave).  —  The 

Roslcruclans:  Their  Rites  and  Mys- 
teries. With  Chapters  on  the  Ancient 
Fire  and  Serpent  Worshippers.  By 
Hargrave  Jennings.  With  Five  full- 
page  Plates  and  upwards  of  300  Illus- 
trations. A  New  Edition,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by  : 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
By  Tom  Jerrold.  Fcap.  8vo,  illus- 
trated cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

Household  Horticulture:  A  Gossip 
about  Flowers.  By  Tom  and  Janb 
Jerrold.  Illust.  Post  8vo,cl.lp.,2s.6d. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden:  The  Plants 
we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 
By  Tom  Jerrold.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Jesse. — Scenes    and    Occupa- 

tlons  of  a  Country  Life.  By  Edward 
Jesse.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Jones  (Wm.,  F.S.A.),  Works  by: 

Finger-Ring  Lore:  Historical,  Le- 
gendary, and  Anecdotal.  With  over 
200  Illusts.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Credulities,  Past  and  Present;  in- 
cluding the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans, Word  and  Letter  Divina- 
tion, Exorcising  and  Blessing  of 
Animals,  Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c. 
With  an  Etched  Frontispiece.  Crown 
8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Crowns  and  Coronations :  A  History 
of  Regalia  in  all  Times  and  Coun- 
tries. With  One  Hundred  Illus- 
trations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Jonson's   (Ben)    Works.    With 

Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 
a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William 
Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cun- 
ningham. Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  183. ;  or  separately, 6s.  each. 

Joseph  us.TheCompleteWorks 

of.  Translated  by  Whiston.  Con- 
taining both  "  The  Antiquities  of  the 
Jews"  and  "  The  Wars  of  the  Jews." 
Two  Vols.,  8vo,  with  52  Illustration!: 
and  Maps,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  14s. 
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Kavanagh. — The  Pearl  Foun- 
tain, and  other  Fairy  Stories.  By 
Bridget  and  Julia  Kavanagh.  With 
Thirty  Illustrationsby  J.  Moyr  Smith. 
Small  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

Kempt. — Pencil    and    Palette: 

Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.  By  Robert 
Kempt.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Kingsley   (Henry),  Novels    by  : 

Each  crown  8vo,  cloth    extra,  3s  6d. ; 
or  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
Oakshott  Castle.  |  Number  Seventeen 

Knight.— the   Patient's   Vacle 

Mecum :  How  to  get  most  Benefit 
from  Medical  Advice.  By  William 
Knight,  M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward 
Knight,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ; 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Lamb  (Charles) : 

Mary  and  Charles  Lamb :  Their 
Poems,  Letters,  and  Remains.  With 
Reminiscences  and  Notes  by  W. 
Carew  Hazlitt.  With  Hancock's 
Portrait  of  the  Essayist,  Facsimiles 
of  the  Title-pages  of  the  rare  First 
Editions  of  Lamb's  and  Coleridge's 
Works,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

Lamb's  Complete  Works,  in  Prose 
and  Verse,  reprinted  from  the  Ori- 
ginal Editions,  with  many  Pieces 
hitherto  unpublished.  Edited,  with 
Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H. 
Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and 
Facsimile  of  Page  of  the  "  Essay  on 
Roast  Pig."  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Essays  of  Elia.  Complete  Edi- 
tion.    Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  2s. 

Poetry  for  Children,  and  Prince 
Dorus.  By  Charles  Lamb.  Care- 
fully reprinted  irom  unique  copies 
Small  Hvo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Little  Essays:  Sketches  and  Charao 
tirs.  By  Charles  Lamb.  Selected 
from  his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitz 
gerald.   Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d, 


Lane's  Arabian  Nights,  &c. : 

The    Thousand    and    One    Nights 

commonly  called,  in  England,  "  The 
Arabian  Nights'  Entertain- 
ments." A  New  Translation  from 
the  Arabic,  with  copious  Notes,  by 
Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated 
by  many  hundred  Engravings  on 
Wood,  from  Original  Designs  by 
Wm.  Harvey.  A  New  Edition,  from 
a  Copy  annotated  by  the  Translator, 
edited  by  his  Nephew,  Edward 
Stanley  Poole.  With  a  Preface  by 
Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Three  Vols., 
demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d,  each. 


Lane's  Arabian  Nights,  continued — 
Arabian  Society  in  the  Middle  Ages: 
Studies  from  "  The  Thousand  and 
One  Nights."  By  Edward  William 
Lane,  Author  of  "The  Modern 
Egyptians,"  &c.  Edited  by  Stanley 
Lane-Poole.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6a. 

Lares   and    Penates ;    or,   The 

Background  of   Life.    By  Florence 
Caddy.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Larwood  (Jacob),  Works  by  : 

The    Story   of   the    London    Parks. 

With  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  3s.  6d. 
Clerical  Anecdotes.    Post  8vo,  cloth 

limp,  2s.  6d. 
Forensic  Anecdotes     Post  8vo,  cloth 

limp,  2s.  6d. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.  Post  8vo,  cloth 

limp,  2s.  6d. 

Leigh  (Henry  S.),  Works  by  : 

Carols  of  Cockayne.    With  numerous 

Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp. 

2s.  6d. 
Jeux  d'Esprit.    Collected  and  Edited 

by   Henry  S.Leigh.    Post 8vo, cloth 

limp,  2s.  6d. 

Life  in  London  ;  or,  The  History 
of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian 
Tom.  With  the  whole  of  Cruik- 
shank's  Illustrations,  in  Colours,  after 
the  Originals.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d. 

Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Witch  Stories. 

TheTrueStory  of  Joshua  Davidson. 
Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women, 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  ? 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
"  My  Love  !  " 
lone. 

Locks  and  Keys.— On  the  De- 
velopment and  Distribution  of  Primi- 
tive Locks  and  Keys.  By  Lieut.-Gen. 
Pitt-Rivers,  F.R.S.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Demy  4to,  half  Rox- 
burghe,  16s. 
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Longfellow : 

Longfellow's  Complete  Prose  Works. 

Including  "  Outre  Mer,"  "  Hyper- 
ion," "Kavanagh,"  "  The  Poets  and 
Poetry  of  Europe,  "and  "  Driftwood.'' 
With  Portrait  and  Illustrations  by 
Valentine  Bromley.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Longfellow's  Poetical  Works.  Care- 
fully Reprinted  from  the  Original 
Editions.  With  numerous  fine  Illus- 
trations on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Long  Life,  Aids  to:  A  Medical, 
Dietetic,  and  General  Guide  in 
Health  and  Disease.  By  N.  E. 
Davies,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  2s  ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  [Shortly. 

Lucy.— Gideon  Fleyce:  A  Novel. 

By  Henry  W.  Lucy.  Crown  8vo, 
cl.  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post8vo,  illust.  bds.,2s. 

Lusiad     (The)     of    Camoens. 

Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff. 
Demy  8vo,  with  Fourteen  full-page 
Plates,  cloth  boards,  18s. 

McCarthy  (Justin,  M.P.),Works 

by: 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from 
the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to 
the  General  Election  of  1880.  Four 
Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each. — Also  a  Popular  Edition,  in 
Four  Vols.  cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  6s.  each. 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times. 
One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

History  of  the  Four  Georges.  Four 
Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each.  [Vol.  I.  now  ready. 

Crown  8vo,   cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Lin  ley  Rochford 
Miss  Misanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  _of_a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens.  With  12  Illustra- 
tions by  F.  Barnard.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

McCarthy    (Justin    H.,    M.P.), 

Works  by: 
An  Outline  of  the  History  of  Ireland, 

from  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Pre- 
sent Day.    Cr.  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
England    under  Gladstone.    Crown 
!vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 


MacDonald     (George,     LL.D.), 

Works  by  :  < 

The  Princess  and  Curdie.  With  11 
Illustrations  by  James  Allen.  Small 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5u. 

Guttapercha  Willie,  the  Working 
Genius.  With  9  Illustrations  by 
Arthur  Hughes.  Square  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Paul  Faber,  Surgeon.  With  a  Fron- 
tispiece by  J.  E.  Millais.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Thomas  Wingfold,  Curate.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  C.  J.  Staniland. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Macdonell. — Quaker  Cousins: 

A  Novel.  By  Agnes  Macdonell. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Macgregor   —  Pastimes    and 

Players.  Notes  on  Popular  Games. 
By  Robert  Macgregor.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. 

Maclise  Portrait-Gallery  (The) 

of  Illustrious  Literary  Characters; 

with  Memoirs — Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal — illus- 
trative of  the  Literature  of  the  former 
half  of  the  Present  Century.  By 
William  Bates,  B.A.  With  85  Por- 
traits printed  on  an  India  Tint.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by: 

In  the  Ardennes.  With  50  fine  Illus- 
trations by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Nor- 
mandy and  Brittany.  With  numer- 
ous Illustrations  by  Thomas  R. 
Macquoid.  Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt, 
10s.  6d. 

Through  Normandy.  With  go  Illus- 
trations byT.  R.  Macquoid.  Square 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Through  Brittany.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 
Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

About  Yorkshire  With  67  Illustra- 
tions by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  Engraved 
by  Swain.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
10s.  6d. 

The  Evil  Eye,  and  other  Stories. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Lost  Rose,  and  other  Stories.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  28. 
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Mackay. — Interludes  and  Un- 
dertones: or,  Music  at  Twilight.  By 
Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Magic   Lantern   (The),  and  its 

Management:  including  Full  Prac- 
tical Directions  for  producing  the 
Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  and 
preparing  Lantern  Slides  By  T.  C. 
Hepworth.  With  10  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Magician's  Own   Book  (The): 

Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All 
from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by 
W.  H.  Ceemer.  With  200  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Magic  No  Mystery :  Tricks  with 

Cards,  Dice,  Balls,  &c,  with  fully 
descriptive  Directions;  the  Art  of 
Secret  Writing ;  Training  of  Perform- 
ing Animals,  &c.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece  and  many  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d, 

Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Fac- 
simile of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  printed  on  fine  plate  paper, 
3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours. 
Price  Ss.  

Mallock  (W.  TT)7works "byT 

The  New  Republic;  or, Culture,  Faith 
and  Philosophy  in  an  English  Country 
House.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. ; 
Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia ;  or,  Posi- 
tivism on  an  Island.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Poems.  Small  4to,  bound  in  parch- 
ment, 8s. 

Is  Life  worth  Living?  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Mallory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 

d'Arthur :  The  Stories  of  King  Arthur 
and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table. 
Edited  by  B.  Montgomerie  Ranking. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Marlowe's  Works.  Including 
his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introduction,  by  Col.  Cunning- 
ham.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Marryat  (Florence),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  or, 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
Open !  Sesame ! 
Written  In  Fire. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
A  Little  Stepson. 
Fighting  the  Air. 


Masterman. — Half    a    Dozen 

Daughters:  A  Novel.  By  J.  Master- 
man.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

Mark  Twain,  Works  by: 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain. 
Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by 
the  Author.  With  Life,  Portrait,  and 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

An  Idle  Excursion.and  other  Sketches. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.  With 
nearly  200  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Innocents  Abroad  ;  or,  The  New 
Pilgrim's  Progress  :  Being  some  Ac- 
count of  the  Steamship  "  Quaker 
City's "  Pleasure  Excursion  to 
Europe  and  the  Holy  Land.  With 
234  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d.  Cheap  Edition  (under 
the  title  of"  Mark  Twain's  Pleasure 
Trip  "),  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

A  Tramp  Abroad.  With 314  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. ; 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi.  With  about 
300  Original  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry 
Finn.  With  174  Illustrations  by 
E.  W.  Kemble.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Massinger's  Plays.     From  the 

Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited 
by  Col.  Cunningham.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Mayhew. — London  Characters 

and  the  Humorous  Side  of  London 
Life.  By  Henry  Mayhew.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Mayfair  Library,  The : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 
A  Journey  Round    My   Room.      By 

Xavier   de   Maistre.      Translated 

by  Henry  Attwell. 
Latter-Day   Lyrics.     Edited  by  W. 

Davenport  Adams. 
Quips  and  Quiddities.     Selected  by 

W.  Davenport  Adams. 
The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times," 

from  1800  to  1870.     Edited,  with  an 

Introduction,  by  Alice  Clay. 
Balzac's  "Comedie  Humaine"and 

its  Author.      With  Translations  by 

H.  H.Walker. 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  A  Popular 

Abridgment  of   "  Burton's  Anatomy 

of  Melancholy." 
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M/.vf  vr  Library,  continued — 

C^.aironomy  as  a  Fine  Art.  By 
Brillat-Savarin. 

Tho  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 

Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and  Frolics.    By  W.  T.  Dobson. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentrici- 
ties. Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  T. 
Dobson. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert, 
First  Series.  Containing :  The 
Wicked  World  —  Pygmalion  and 
Galatea — Charity  —  The  Princess — 
The  Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jury. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert. 
Second  Series.  Containing:  Broken 
Hearts  —  Engaged —  Sweethearts  — 
Gretchen— Dan'I  Druce — Tom  Cobb 
— H.M.S.  Pinafore  —  The  Sorcerer 
— The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Perceval 
Graves. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.  By  Sir 
Arthur  Helps. 

Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  By  Henry 
J.  Jennings. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table. 
By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes.  Il- 
lustrated by  J.  Gordon  Thomson. 

Pencil  and  Palette.  By  Robert 
Kempt. 

Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters. By  Chas.  Lamb.  Selected  from 
his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Clerical  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Lar- 
wood. 

Forensic  Anecdotes;  or,  Humour  and 
Curiosities  of  the  Law  and  Men  of 
Law.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 

Theatrical  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob 
Larwood. 

Carols  of  Cockayne.    By  Henry  S. 

Leigh. 
Jeux  d'Esprit.    Edited  by  Henry  S. 

Leigh. 
True  History  of  Joshua  Davidson. 

By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves:    Essays  on   Women.    By 

E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  and  Players.     By  Robert 

Macgregor. 
The    New    Paul    and   Virginia.      By 

W.  H.  Mallock. 
The  New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mal- 
lock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.  By  H.Cholmonde- 

ley-Pennell. 


Mayfair  Library,  continued — 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.     By  H.  Chol- 

mondeley-Pennell.    Illustrated  by 

George  Du  Maurier. 
Muses    of    Mayfair.     Edited  by    H. 

Cholmondeley-Pennell. 
Thoreau  :    His  Life  and  Aims.      By 

H.  A.  Page. 
Puniana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.    By  the  Hon.  Hugh 

Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting.  By 

Don  Felix  de  Salamanca, 
By  Stream  and  Sea.      By   William 

Senior. 
Old    Stories    Re-told.      By  Walter 

Thornbury. 
Leaves   from    a   Naturalist's   Note- 
Book.    By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 

Medicine,  Family.— One  Thou- 
sand Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical 
Hints,  for  Infancy,  Adult  Life,  Middle 
Age,  and  Old  Age.  By  N.  E.  Davies, 
L.R.C.P.  Lond.    Cr.  8vo,  Is.;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

Merry  Circle  (The)  :  A  Book  of 

New  Intellectual  Games  and  Amuse- 
ments. By  Clara  Bellew.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Mexican     Mustang     (On     a). 

Through  Texas,  from  the  Gulf  to  the 
Rio  Grande.  A  New  Book  of  Ameri- 
can Humour.  By  Alex.  E.  Sweet  and 
J.  Armoy  Knox,  Editors  of  "  Texas 
Sittings. "  265  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Middlemass  (Jean),  Novels  by: 

Touch   and  Go.     Crown    8vo,   cloth 

extra,  3s.6d.;  post8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Mr.  Dorillion.   Post8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Miller.  —  Physiology    for    the 

Young;  or,  The  House  of  Life:  Hu- 
man Physiology,  with  its  application 
to  the  Preservation  of  Health.  For 
use  in  Classes  and  Popular  Reading. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.  By  Mrs. 
F.  Fenwick  Miller.  Small  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

M i Iton ~(J .L.),  Works  by:         ' 

The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.  A  Concise 
Set  of  Rules  for  the  Management  of 
the  Skin ;  with  Directions  for  Diet, 
Wines.  Soaps,  Baths,  &c.  Small  8vo, 
Is. ;  cloth  extra,  Is.  6d. 

The  Bath  in  Diseases  of  the  Skin, 
Small  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth  extra,  Is.  6d. 

The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation 
to  Diseases  of  the  Skin,  Small  8vo 
Is. ;  cloth  extra,  Is.  6d 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED   BY 


MoncriefT. —  The  Abdication; 

or,  Time  Tries  All.  An  Historical 
Drama.  By  W.  D.  Scott-Moncrieff. 
With  Seven  Etchings  by  John  Pettie, 
R.A.,  W.  Q.  Orchardson,  R.A.,  J. 
MacWhirter,  A.R.A.,  Colin  Hunter, 
R.  Macbeth,  and  Tom  Graham.  Large 
4to,  bound  in  buckram,  21s. 

Murray  (D.   Christie),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,cloih  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 

A  Model   Father. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Val  Strange :  A  Story  of  the  Primrose 

Way. 
Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature.       [Shortly. 
North  Italian    Folk.      By   Mrs. 

Comyns  Carr.  Illust.  by  Randolph 
Caldecott.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d. 

Number  Nip  (Stories   about), 

the  Spirit  of  the  Giant  Mountains. 
Retold  for  Children  by  Walter 
Grahame.  With  Illustrations  by  J. 
MoyR  Smith.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
_6s. _       

Nursery  Hints:  A  Mother's 
Guide  in  Health  and  Disease.  By  N. 
E.  Davies,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  Is.  ; 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Oliphant.  —  Whiteladies  :    A 

Novel.  With  Illustrations  by  Arthur 
Hopkins  and  Henry  Woods.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

O  Connor. — Lord  Beaconsfield 

ABiography.  ByT.  P. O'Connor,  M.P. 
Sixth  Edition,  with  a  New  Preface, 
bringing  the  work  down  to  the  Death 
of  Lord  Beaconsfield.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

O'Reilly.— Phoebe's    Fortunes  : 

A  Novel.  With  Illustrations  by  Henry 
Tuck.   Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

O'Shaughnessy  (Arth.),  Works 

by: 
Songs  of  a  Worker.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  7s.  6d. 
Music  and  Moonlight.      Fcap.   Svo, 

cloth  extra,  7s.  6d . 
Lays  of  France.      Crown  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  10s.  6d. 


Ouida,  Novels    by.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  5s.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s.  each.  « 
Held  in  Bondage.   |  A  Dog  of  Flanders. 


Strathmore. 
Chandos. 
Under  Two  Flags. 
Cecil     Cast  le- 

inaine's  Gage. 
Idalia. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farlne. 
TwoLittleWooden 

Shoes. 


Pascarel. 
Signa. 

In  a  Winter  City 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
Pipistrello. 
A     Village     Com- 
mune. 
Bimbi. 
In  Maremma 


Wanda:  A  Novel.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  5s. 

Frescoes:  Dramatic  Sketches.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 
Bimbi :  Presentation  Edition.    Sq. 

Svo,    cloth    gilt,    cinnamon     edges. 

7s.  6d. 
Princess     Napraxine.        New     and 

Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  5s.  [Shortly. 

Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos.  Selected 
from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F. 
Sydney  Morris.  Small  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. 

Page  (H.  A.),  Works  by: 

Thoreau:  His  Life  and  Aims:  A  Study. 
With  a  Portrait.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  Gd. 

Lights  on  the  Way :  Some  Tales  with- 
in a  Tale.  By  the  late  J.  H.  Alex- 
ander, B.A.  Edited  by  H.  A.  Page. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A 

New  Translation,  with  Historical  In- 
troduction and  Notes,  by  T.  M'Crie, 
D.D.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Patient's  (The)  Vade  Mecum: 

How  to  get  most  Benefit  from  Medi- 
cal Advice.  By  William  Knight, 
M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward  Knight, 
L.R.C.P    Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  ls.6d. 

Paul  Ferroll : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Paul  Ferroll  :  A  Novel. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

Paul.— Gentle  and  Simple.    By 

Margaret  Agnes  Paul,  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Helen  Pater;:on. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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Payn     (James),     Novels     by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Lost  Sip  Massingberd. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves.  |  Fallen  Fortunes. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Less  Black  than  we're  Painted. 

By  Proxy.  |    High  Spirits. 

Under  One  Roof.  |   Carlyon's  Year. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

For  Cash  Only.     |    From  Exile. 

Posf'8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family.  |   At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

The  ClyfFards  of  ClyfTe. 

The  Family  Scapegrace 

The  Foster  Brothers.  |  Found  Dead. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 


Kit:  A  Memory.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

The  Canon's  Ward.  With  a  Steel- 
plate  Portrait  of  the  Author.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

In  Peril  and  Privation:  A  Book  for 
Boys.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

[In  preparation. 

Pennell     (H.     Cholmondeley), 

Works  by :  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  61.  each. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.  With  Illustrations. 

The  Muses  of  Mayfair.  Vers  de 
Societe,  Selected  and  Edited  by  H. 
C.  Pennell. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  With  Ten  full- 
page  Illusts.  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

Phelps. — Beyond     the    Gates. 

By  Elizabeth  Stuart  Phelps, 
Author  of  "  The  Gates  Ajar."  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  64, 


Pirkis. — Trooping  with  Crows : 

A  Story.  By  Catherine  Pirkis.  Fcap. 
8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Planche  (J.   R.),  Works  by: 

The    Cyclopaedia  of  Costume  ;    or, 

A  Dictionary  of  Dress — Regal,  Ec- 
clesiastical, Civil, and  Military — from 
the  Earliest  Period  in  England  to  the 
Reign  of  George  the  Third.  Includ- 
ing Notices  of  Contemporaneous 
Fashions  on  the  Continent,  and  a 
General  History  of  the  Costumes  of 
the  Principal  Countries  of  Europe. 
Two  Vols.,  demy  4to,  half  morocco 
profusely  Illustrated  with  Coloured 
and  Plain  Plates  and  Woodcuts, 
£7  7s.  The  Vols,  may  also  be  had 
separately  (each  complete  in  itself) 
at  £3  13s.  6d.  each  :  Vol.  I.  The 
Dictionary.  Vol.  II.  A  General 
History  of  Costume  in  Europe. 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms  ;  or,  Her- 
aldry Founded  upon  Facts.  With 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  200  Illus- 
trations.   Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Songs  and  Poems,  from  1819  to  1879. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  his 
Daughter,  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s, 

Play-time:  Sayings  and  Doings 
of  Baby-land.  By  Edward  Stanford. 
Large  4to,  handsomely  printed  in 
Colours,  5s. 

Plutarch's  Lives  of  Illustrious 

Men.  Translated  from  the  Greek, 
with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and 
a  Life  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.  Two  Vols., 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portraits,  10s.  6d. 

Poe  (Edgar  Allan):— 

The  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  of  Edgar  Allan  Poe.  With 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Charles 
Baudelaire,  Portrait  and  Fac- 
similes.   Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget,  and 
other  Stories.  Post  8vo,  illust.bds.,2s. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.  Com- 
plete in  One  Vol.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

Power. — Philistia:  A  Novel.  By 

Cecil  Power.  Three  Vols.,  crown 
8vo.        

Price  (E.  C),  Novels  by: 

Valentina:  A  Sketch.  With  a  Fron- 
tispiece by  Hal  Ludlow.  Cr.  8vo, 
cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Th«  Foreigners.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,3s.6d. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival.  Crown  8vc, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Gerald.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 
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Proctor  (Richd.  A.),  Works  by  : 

Flowers  of  the  Sky.  With  55  Illusts. 
Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Easy  Star"  Lessons.  With  Star  Maps 
for  Every  Night  in  the  Year,  Draw- 
ings of  the  Constellations,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Familiar'  Science  Studies.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Rough  Ways  made  Smooth :  A 
Series  of  Familiar  Essays  on  Scien- 
tific Subjects.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 6s. 

Our  Place  among  Infinities :  A  Series 
of  Essays  contrasting  our  Little 
Abode  in  Space  and  Time  with  the 
Infinities  Around  us.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Expanse  of  Heaven  :  A  Series 
of  Essays  on  the  Wonders  of  the 
Firmament.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Saturn  and  its  System.  New  and 
Revised  Edition,  with  13  Steel  Plates. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

The  Great  Pyramid  :  Observatory, 
Tomb,  and  Temple.  With  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.  With 
Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Universe  of  Suns,  and  other 
Science  Gleanings.  With  numerous 
Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Wages  and  Wants  of  Science 
Workers.    Crown  Svo,  Is.  6d. 

Pyrotechnist's  Treasury  (The); 

or,  Complete  Art  of  Making  Fireworks. 
By  Thomas  Kentish.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Rabelais'     Works.       Faithfully 

Translated  from  the  French,  with 
variorum  Notes,  and  numerous  charac- 
teristic Illustrations  by  Gustave 
Dore.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Rambosson. — Popular  Astro- 
nomy. By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate 
of  the  Institute  of  France.  Trans- 
lated by  C.  B.  Pitman.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  gilt,  witli  numerous  Illustrations, 
and  a  beautifully  executed  Chart  of 
Spectra,  7s.  6d.  

Reader's   Handbook   (The)   of 

Allusions,  References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer. 
Fourth  Edition,  revised  throughout, 
with  a  New  Appendix,  containing  a 
Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Cr.  8vo,  1,400  pages,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Richardson.  —  A    Ministry   of 

Health,  and  other  Papers.  By  Ben- 
jamin Ward  Richardson,  M.D,,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Reade  (Charles,  D.C.L.),  Novels 

by.  Post  8vo,  Must.,  bds.,  2s.  each  ; 
or  cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  illust.. 3s.  6d.  each. 

Peg  Wofflngton.  Illustrated  by  S.  L. 
Fildes,  A,  R.A. 

Christie  Johnstone.  Illustrated  by 
William  Small. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.  Il- 
lustrated by  G.  J.  Pinwell. 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  did 
run  Smooth.  Illustrated  by  Helen 
Paterson. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 
of  all  Trades;  and  James  Lambert. 
Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 

Love  me  Little,  Love  me  Long.  Il- 
lustrated by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 

The  Double  Marriage.  Must,  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert,  R.A. ,  and  C.  Keene. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  Il- 
lustrated by  Charles  Keene. 

Hard  Cash.  Illust.  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

Griffith  Gaunt.  Illustrated  by  S.  L. 
Fildes,  A.R.A.,  and  Wm.  Small. 

Foul   Play.     Illust.  by  Du  Maurier. 

Put  Yourself  In  His  Place.  Illus- 
trated by  Robert  Barnes. 

A  Terrible  Temptation.  Illustrated 
by  Edw.  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 

The  Wandering  Heir.  Illustrated  by 
H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  A. R.A. , 
C  Green,  and  H   Woods,  A. R.  A. 

A  Simpleton.  Illustrated  by  Kate 
Crauford. 

A  Woman-Hater.  Illustrated  by 
Thos.  Couldery. 

Readiana.  With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait 
of  Charles  Reade. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Singleheart    and     Doubleface:     A 

Matter-of-fact  Romance.     Illustrated 

by  P.  MacNab. 
Good    Stories  of    Men    and    other 

Animals.  Illustrated  by  E.  A.  Abbey, 

Percy  Macquoid,  and  Joseph  Nash. 
The  Jilt,  and  other  Stories.  Illustrated 

by  Joseph  Nash. 

Riddell  (Mrs.  J.  H.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 


Weird    Stories. 
extra,  3s.  6d. 


Crown  8vo,    cloth 


Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by  : 

Our  Old  Country  Towns.    With  over 

50  Illusts.  Sq.  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  10s.  6d. 
Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow. 

50  Illusts.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  10s.  6d. 
About  England  with  Dickens.  With 

58Illusts.byALFREDRiMMERandC.  A. 

Vanderhoof.  Sq.  8vo,  cl.gilt,  1Qs.6cL 
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Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by: 

Women  are  Strange.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d.;  post8vo,  illust.  bds.,2s. 

The  Hands  of  Justice.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Robinson  (Phil),  Works  by: 

The  Poet6'  Birds.    Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  7s.  6d. 
The  Poets'  Beasts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  7s.  6d.  [In  preparation. 

Robinson  Crusoe:  A  beautiful 
reproduction  of  Major's  Edition,  with 
37  Woodcuts  and  Two  Steel  Plates  by 
George  Cruiksu  an  k,  choicely  printed. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  A  few 
Large-Paper  copies,  printed  on  hand- 
made paper,  with  India  proofs  of  the 
Illustrations,  price  36s. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and 

Moral  Reflections.  With  Notes,  and 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte- 
Beuve.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The  ;  or, 

A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who 
came  over  from  Normandy  with  Wil- 
liam the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in 
this  Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.     Handsomely  printed,  6s. 

Rowley  (Hon.  Hugh),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Punlana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.    With 

numerous  Illustrations. 
More  Puniana.  Profusely  Illustrated. 

Russell 1  (W.  Clark),  Works  by: 

Round  the  Galley-Fire.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  6s. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head  :   A  Collection 

of    Yarns    and     Sea    Descriptions. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Sala.— Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  George  Augustus  Sala.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Sanson. — Seven  Generations 

of  Executioners:  Memoirs  of  the 
Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847).  Edited 
byHENRYSANSON.    Cr.8vo,cl.ex. 3s.6d. 

Saunders   (John),    Novels   by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel. 

One  Against  the  World. 

Guy  Waterman. 

The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers. 


Saunders  (Katharine),  Novels 
by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6(1.  each. 
Joan  Merryweather. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock. 
The  High  Mills. 

Heart  Salvage,  by  Sea  and    Land. 
Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Science  Gossip:  An  Illustrated 
Medium  of  Interchange  for  Students 
and  Lovers  of  Nature.  Edited  by  J.  E. 
Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Devoted  to  Geo- 
logy, Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistry, 
Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Phy- 
siography, &c.  Price  4d.  Monthly  ;  or 
6s.  per  year,  post  free.  Each  Number 
contains  a  Coloured  Plate  and  numer- 
ous Woodcuts.  Vols.  I .  to  XIV.  may 
be  had  at  7s.  6d.  each  ;  and  Vols.  XV. 
to  XIX.  (1883),  at  5s.  each.  Cases  for 
Binding,  Is.  6d.  each. 

Scott's  (Sir  Walter)  Marmion. 

An  entirely  New  Edition  of  this  famous 
and  popular  Poem,  with  over  100  new 
Illustrations  by  leading  Artists.  Ele- 
gantly and  appropriately  bound,  small 
4to,  cloth  extra,  16s. 

[The  immediate  success  of  "The 
Lady  of  the  Lake,"  published  in  1882. 
has  encouraged  Messrs.  Chatto  and 
Windus  to  bring  out  a  Companion 
Edition  of  this  not  less  popular  and 
famous  poem.  Produced  in  the  same 
form,  and  with  the  same  careful  and 
elaborate  style  of  illustration,  regard- 
less of  cost,  Mr.  Anthony's  skilful 
supervision  is  sufficient  guarantee  that 
the  work  is  elegant  and  tasteful  as  well 
as  correct.] 

"Secret    Out"    Series,    The: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  profusely  Illus- 
trated, 4s.  6d.  eacn. 
The    Secret    Out :    One    Thousand 
Tricks  with   Cards,  and  other  Re- 
creations ;  with  Entertaining  Experi- 
ments in  Drawing-room  or  "  White 
Magic."    By    W.   H.   Cremer.    300 
Engravings. 
The   Pyrotechnist's  Treasury;    or, 
Complete  Art  of  Making  Fireworks. 
By  Thomas  Kentish.    With  numer- 
ous Illustrations. 
The  Art  of  Amusing:  A  Collection  of 
Graceful  Arts,Games,Tricks,Puzzles, 
and  Charades.     By   Frank  Bellew, 
With  300  Illustrations. 
Hanky-Panky:    Very    Easy     Tricks, 
Very    Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic, 
Sleight  of  Hand.'   Edifed  by  W.  H. 
Cremei;.    With  300  Illustrations. 
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"  Secret  Out  "  Series,  continued — 

The  Merry  Circle:  A  Book  of  New 
Intellectual  Games  and  Amusements. 
By  Clara  Bellew.  With  many 
Illustrations. 

Magician's  Own  Book:  Performances 
with  Cups  and  Balls,  Eggs,  Hats, 
Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from  actual 
Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cee- 
mer.    200  Illustrations. 

Magic  No  Mystery :  Tricks  with 
Cards,  Dice,  Balls,  &c,  with  fully 
descriptive  Directions ;  the  Art  of 
Secret  Writing ;  Training  of  Per- 
forming Animals,  &c.  With  Co- 
loured Frontispiece  and  many  Illus- 
trations. 

Senior  (William),  Works  by  : 

Travel  and  Trout  In  the  Antipodes. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    Post  8vo,  cloth 

limp,  2s.  6d. 

Seven  Sagas  (The)  of  Prehis- 
toric Man.  By  James  H.  Stodtart, 
Author  of  "  The  Village  Life."  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Shakespeare : 

The  First  Folio  Shakespeare.— Mr. 

William  Shakespeare's  Comedies, 
Histories,  and  Tragedies.  Published 
according  to  the  true  Originall  Copies. 
London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard 
and  Ed.  Blount.  1623. — A  Repro- 
duction of  the  extremely  rare  original, 
in  reduced  facsimile,  by  a  photogra- 
phic process — ensuring  the  strictest 
accuracy  in  every  detail.  Small  Svo, 
half-Roxburghe,  7s.  6d. 

TheLansdowne  Shakespeare.  Beau- 
tifully printed  in  red  and  black,  in 
small  but  very  clear  type.  With 
engraved  facsimile  of  Droeshout's 
Portrait.  Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Shakespeare  for  Children:  Tales 
from  Shakespeare.  By  Charles 
and  Mary  Lamb.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by 
J.  Moyr  Smith.  Crown  4to,  cloth 
gilt,  6s. 

The  Handbook  of  Shakespeare 
Music.  Being  an  Account  of  350 
Pieces  of  Music,  set  to  Words  taken 
from  the  Plays  and  Poems  of  Shake- 
speare, the  compositions  ranging 
from  the  Elizabethan  Age  to  the 
Present  Time.  By  Alfred  Roffe. 
4to,  half-Roxburghe,  7s. 

A  Study  of  Shakespeare.  By  Alger- 
non Charles  Swinburne.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s. 


Shelley's  Complete  Works,  in 

Four  Vols.,  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  8s. ; 
or  separately,  2s.  each.  Vol.  I.  con- 
tains his  Early  Poems,  Queen  Mab, 
&c,  with  an  Introduction  by  Leigh 
Hunt;  Vol.  II.,  his  Later  Poems, 
Laon  and  Cythna,  &c. ;  Vol.  III., 
Posthumous Poems.the  Shelley  Papers, 
&c.  :  Vol.  IV.,  his  Prose  Works,  in- 
cluding A  Refutation  of  Deism,  Zas- 
trozzi,  St.  Irvyne,  &c. 

Sheridan : — 

Sheridan's  Complete  Works,  with 
Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his 
Dramatic  Writings,  printed  from  the 
Original  Editions,  his  Works  in 
Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations, 
Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  &c.  With  a 
Collection  of  Sheridaniana.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  10  full- 
page  Tinted  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Sheridan's  Comedies:  The  Rivals, 
and  The  School  for  Scandal. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Sketch  of  Sheridan,  by 
Brander  Matthews.  With  Decora- 
tive Vignettes  and  10  full-page  Illus- 
trations. Demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  12s.  6d. 

Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men. 

With  Historical  and  Explanatory 
Notes  by  Samuel  A.  Bent,  M.A. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  all  those  in 
"Arcadia."  With  Portrait,  Memorial- 
Introduction,  Essay  on  the  Poetry  ot 
Sidney,  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.  Three  Vols.,  crown 
8vo,  cloth  boards,  18s. 

Signboards :  Their  History. 
With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By 
Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden 
Hotten.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
with  ioo  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Sims   (G.    R.)— How   the    Poor 

Live.  With  60  Illustrations  by  Fred, 
Barnard.    Large  4to,  Is. 

Sketchley. — A   Match    in    the 

Dark.  By  Arthur  Sketchley.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Slang  Dictionary,  The :  Ety- 
mological, Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s.  6d. 

Smith  (J.  Moyrj,  Works  by  : 

The  Prince  of  Argolis:  AStoryofthe 
Old  Greek  Fairy  Time.  By  J.  Moyr 
Smith.  Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with 
130  Illustrations,  3s.  6d. 
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Smith's  (J.  Moyr)  Works,  continued — 
Tales  of  Old  Thule.  Collected  and 
Illustrated  by  J.  Movr  Smith.  Cr. 
8vo,  cloth  gilt,  profusely  Illust.,  6s. 
The  Wooing  of  the  Water-  Witch  : 
A  Northern  Oddity.  By  Evan  Dal- 
dornk.  Illustrated  by  J.  Movr 
Smith.     Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Spalding.-Elizabethan  Demon- 

ology :  An  Essay  in  Illustration  of 
the  Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils, 
and  the  Powers  possessed  by  Them. 
By  T.  Alfred  Spalding,  LL.B. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Speight.  —  The    Mysteries    of 

Heron  Dyke.  By  T.  W.  Speight. 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  M.  Ellen 
Edwards.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Spenser  for  Children.     By  M. 

H.  Towry.  With  Illustrations  by 
Walter  J  Morgan.  Crown  4to,  with 
Coloured  Illustrations,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

Staunton. — Laws  and  Practice 

of  Chess;  Together  with  an  Analysis 
of  the  Openings,  and  a  Treatise  on 
End  Games.  By  Howard  Staunton. 
Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald.  New 
Edition,  small  cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Sterndale.— The  Afghan  Knife: 

A  Novel.  By  Robert  Armitage  Stern- 
dale.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Stevenson  (R.Louis), Works  by  : 

Travels    with    a     Donkey     in     the 

Cevennes.  Frontispiece  by  Walter 

Crane.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
An  Inland  Voyage.    With   Front,  by 

W.  Crane.    Post  8vo,  cl.  lp.,  2s.  6d. 
Virginibus     Puerisque,    and      other 

Papers.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Familiar'  Studies  of  Men  and  Books. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
New  Arabian    Nights.      Crown  8vo, 

cl.  extra,  68. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
The    Silverado    Squatters.      With 

Frontispiece.  Cr,  cvo,  cloth  extra, 6s. 
Prince    Otto  :    A  Romance.      Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.    [lit prepaiation. 

St.  John. — A  Levantine  Family. 

By  Bayle  St.  John.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Stoddard. — Summer  Cruising 

in  the  South  Seas.  By  Charles 
Warren  Stoddard.  Illust.  by  Wallis 
Mackay.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 

St.  Pierre. — Paul  and  Virginia, 

and  The  Indian  Cottage.  Ky  Ber- 
nard™ St.  Pierre.  Edited,  with  Life, 
byKcv.  E.  Clarke.    Post8vo,  cl.Ip.,2s. 


Stories  from  Foreign  Novel- 
ists. With  Notices  of  their  Lives  and 
Writings.  By  Helen  and  Alice  Zim- 
mern  ;  and  a  Frontispiece.  Crown 
8vo  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Strutt's  Sports  and  Pastimes 

of  the  People  of  England;  including 
the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations, 
May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  Pro- 
cessions, Pageants,  and  Pompous 
Spectacles,  from  the  Earliest  Period 
to  the  Present  Time.  With  140  Illus- 
trations. Edited  by  William  Hone. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Suburban      Homes     (The)    of 

London :  A  Residential  Guide  to 
Favourite  London  Localities,  their 
Society,  Celebrities,  and  Associations. 
With  Notes  on  their  Rental,  Rates, and 
House  Accommodation.  With  Map  of 
Suburban  London.  Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,7s.6d. 

Swift's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose 

and  Verse.  With  Memoir,  Portrait, 
and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  the 
Original  Edition  of  "  Gulliver's 
Travels."     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Swinburne       (Algernon       C), 

Works  by: 
The  Queen  Mother  and  Rosamond. 

Fcap.  8vo,  5s. 
Atalantain  Calydon.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Chastelard.    ATragedy.    Cr.  8vo,  7s, 
Poems  and  Ballads.    First  Series. 

Fcap.  8vo,  9s.    Also  in  crown  8vo,  at 

same  price. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series. 

Fcap.  Svo,  9s.     Cr.  8vo,  same  price. 
Notes  on  Poems  and  Reviews.  Svo  Is. 
William    Blake:     A    Critical    Essay. 

With  Facsimile  Paintings.       Demy 

Svo,  16s. 
Songs  before  Sunrise.  Cr.  8vo,  10s.6d. 
Bothwell:  ATragedy.    Cr.  8vo,12s.6d. 
George  Chapman  :  An  Essay.  Crown 

Svo,  7s. 
Songs  of  Two  Nations.    Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
Essays  and  Studies.    Crown  8vo,  12s. 
Erechtheus:  ATragedy.     Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
Note  of  an    English   Republican  on 

the  Muscovite  Crusade.    8vo,  Is. 
A  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte.  Crown 

Svo,  6s. 
A  Study  of  Shakespeare.  Cr.  8vo,  Ss. 
Songs   of  the  Springtides.      Crown 

8vo,  6s. 
Studies  in  Song.     Crown  8vo,  7s. 
Mary  Stuart :  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  8s. 
Tristram    of    Lyonesse,  and    other 

Poems.     Crown  8vo,  9s. 
A  Century  of  Roundels     Small  4to, 

cloth  extra,  8s. 
A    Midsummer    Holiday,   and   other 

Poems.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s. 
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Symonds. — Wine,  Women  and 

Song:  Mediaeval  Latin  Students' 
Songs.  Now  first  translated  into  Eng- 
lish Verse,  with  an  Essay  by  J.  Ad- 
dington  Symonds.  Small  8vo,  parch- 
ment,  6s. 

Syntax's   (Dr.)   Three   Tours: 

In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search 
of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a 
Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowland- 
son's  droll  page  Illustrations  in  Colours 
and  a  Life  of  the  Author  by  J.  C. 
Hotten.  Medium  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d. 

Taine's     History    of     English 

Literature.  Translated  by  Henry 
Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  8vo, 
cloth  boards,  30s. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

Taylor  (Dr.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  Works 
by: 

The  Sagacity  f.nd  Morality  of 
Plants:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and 
Conduct  of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  ioo 
Illusts.     Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Our  Common  British  Fossils,  and 
Where  to  Find  Them.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  [7»  the  press. 

Taylor's   (Bayard)    Diversions 

of  the  Echo  Club:  Burlesques  of 
Modern  Writers.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

Taylor's      (Tom)       Historical 

Dramas:  "  Clancarty,"  "Jeanne 
Dare,"  '"Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,'' 
"  The  Fool's  Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's 
Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn,"  "  Plot  and 
Passion."  One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

***  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  sepa- 
rately, at  Is.  each. 

Tennyson  (Lord):  A  Biogra- 
phical Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
With  a  Photograph-Portrait.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Thackerayana:  Notes  and  Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace 
Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous 
Incidents  in  his  School-life,  and 
Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of 
his  every-day  reading".  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels   by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Cressida. 

Proud  Maisie. 

The  Violin-Player. 


Thomas  (M.).— A  Fight  for  Life  : 

A  Novel.  By  W.  Moy  Thomas.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Thomson's  Seasons  and  Castle 

of  Indolence.  With  a  Biographical 
and  Critical  Introduction  by  Allan 
Cunningham,  and  over  50  fine  Illustra- 
tions on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Thornbury  (Walter),  Works  by 

Haunted  London.  Edited  by  Ed- 
ward Walford,  M.A.  With  Illus- 
trations by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of 
J.  M.  W.  Turner.  Founded  upon 
Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his 
Friends  and  fellow  Academicians. 
With  numerous  Illusts.  in  Colours, 
facsimiled  from  Turner's  Original 
Drawings.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

Old  Stories  Re-told.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Tales  for  the  Marines.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boa rd s ,2s. 

Timbs  (John),  Works  by: 

The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Life 
in  London.  With  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries, 
and  Taverns.  With  numerous  Illus- 
trations.   Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

English  Eccentrics  and  Eccen- 
tricities: Stories  of  Wealth  and 
Fashion,  Delusions,  Impostures,  and 
Fanatic  Missions,  Strange  Sights 
and  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric 
Artists,  Theatrical  Folks,  Men  of 
Letters,  &c.  With  nearly  50  Illusts. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Torrens.    —    The      Marquess 

Wellesley,  Architect  of  Empire.  An 
Historic  Portrait.  By  W.  M.  Tor- 
rens, M.P.   Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  14s. 

Trollope  (Anthony),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

The  American  Senator. 

Kept  in  the  Dark. 

Frau  Frohmann. 

Marion  Fay. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Land-Leaguers. 


Trollope( Frances  E.), Novels  by 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Mabel's  Progress.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Anne  Furness.    Cr.  8vo,cl.  ex.,  3s,  6d. 
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Trollope(T.  A.).— Diamond  Cut 

Diamond,  and  other  Stories.  By 
T.  Adolphus  Trollope.  Cr,  8vo,  cl. 
ex..  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards.  2s. 

Trowbridge. — Farnell's  Folly: 

A  Novel.  By  J.  T.Trowbridge.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  12s. 

Tytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 

Saint    Mungo's    City.      Crown    8vo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast.    Three  Vols., 

crown  8vo,  31s.  6d. 

Tytler  (C.  C.  Fraser-).  —  Mis- 
tress Judith:  A  Novel.  By  C.  C. 
Fraser-Tytler.  Cr.8vo,  cl.ex.,  3s.  6d. 

Van  Laun.— History  of  French 

Literature.  By  Henry  Van  Laun. 
Complete  in  Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo, 
cloth  boards,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Villari.  — A    Double    Bond:    A 

Story.  By  Linda  Villari.  Fcap. 
8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Walcott. —  Church  Work  and 

Life   in    English    Minsters;  and  the 

English  Student's  Monasticon.  By  the 
Rev.  Mackenzie  E.  C.  Walcott,  B.D. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
with  Map  and  Ground-Plans,  14s. 

Walford  (Edw.,M.A.),Works  by : 

The  County  Families  of  the  United 
Kingdom.  Containing  Notices  of 
the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Educa- 
tion, &c,  of  more  than  12,000  dis- 
tinguished Heads  of  Families,  their 
Heirs  Apparent  or  Presumptive,  the 
Offices  they  hold  or  have  held,  their 
Town  and  Country  Addresses,  Clubs, 
&c.  Twenty-fifth  Annual  Edition, 
for  1885,  clotk,  full  gilt,  50s. 

The  Shilling  Peerage  (1885).  Con- 
taining an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
House  of  Lords,  Dates  of  Creation, 
Lists  of  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers, 
Addresses,  &c.  32010,  cloth,  Is. 
Published  annually. 

The  Shilling  Baronetage  (1885). 
Containing  an  Alphabetical  List  of 
the  Baronets  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates 
of  Creation,  Addresses,  &c.  32mo, 
cloth,  Is.     Published  annually. 

The  Shilling  Knightage  (1885).  Con- 
taining an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
Knights  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates 
of  Creation,  Addresses,  &c.  32mo, 
cloth,  Is.    Published  annually. 


Walford's  (Edw.,  M.A.)  Works,  con. — 
The   Shilling   House  of  Commons 
(1885).     Containing  a  List  of  all  the 
Members  of  the  British  Parliament, 
their  Town  and  Country  Addresses, 
&c.     32mo,    cloth,    Is.      Published 
annually. 
The  Complete   Peerage,    Baronet- 
age,  Knightage,    and     House    of 
Commons  (1885).   In  One  Volume, 
royal  32mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges, 
5s.    Published  annually. 
Haunted    London.  By    Walter 

Thornbury.  Edited  by  Edward 
Walford,  M.A.  With  Illustrations 
by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Walton  andCotton'sComplete 

Angler;  or,  The  Contemplative  Man's 
Recreation ;  being  a  Discourse  of 
Rivers,  Fishponds,  Fish  and  Fishing, 
written  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  In- 
structions how  to  Angle  for  a  Trout  or 
Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles 
Cotton.  With  Original  Memoirs  and 
Notes  by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and 
61  Copperplate  Illustrations.  Largs 
crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  6fl. 

Wanderer's  Library,  The: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Wanderings  in  Patagonia;  or,  Life 
among  the  Ostrich  Hunters.  By 
Julius  Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 

Camp  Notes:  Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 

Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 

Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time. 
By  George  Daniel.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  Robt.  Cruikshank. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 

By  Thomas  Frost. 

The    Lives   of  the   Conjurers.    By 

Thomas  Frost. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old 
London  Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 

Low-Life  Deeps.  An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  found  there.  By 
James  Greenwood. 

The  Wilds  of  London.  By  James 
Greenwood. 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
By  the  Chevalier  de  Hesse-War- 
tegg.     With  22  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes.  By 
Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings : 
Including  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with  Ta- 
verns, Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
By  Charles  Hindley.  With  Illusts. 
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Wanderer's  Library,  The,  continued — 
The  Genial  Showman:  Life  and  Ad- 
ventures of  Artemus  Ward.  By  E.  P. 
Hingston.    With  a  Frontispiece. 
The  Story  of   th3   London    Parks. 

By  Jacob  Larwood.    With  Illusts. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  May- 
hew.     Illustrated. 

Seven  Generations  of  Executioners: 
Memoirs  of  the  Sanson  Family 
(1688  to  1847).  Edited  by  Henry 
Sanson. 

Summer  Cruising  in  the  South 
Seas.  By  C.  Warren  Stoddard. 
Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay. 

Warner. — A  Roundabout  Jour- 
ney. By  Charles  Dudley  Warner, 
Author  of"  My  Summer  in  a  Garden." 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Warrants,  &c.  :— 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.    An 

exact  Facsimile,  with  the  Fifty-nine 
Signatures,  and  corresponding  Seals. 
Carefully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate 
the  Original,  22  in.  by  14  in.  Price  2s. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of 
Scots.  An  exact  Facsimile,  includ- 
ing the  Signature  of  Queen  Eliza- 
beth, and  a  Facsimile  of  the  Great 
Seal.  Beautifully  printed  on  paper 
to  imitate  the  Original  MS.    Price  2s. 

Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Facsimile 
of  the  Original  Document  in  the 
British  Museum,  printed  on  fine 
plate  paper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by  2 
feet  wide,  with  the  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours. 
Price  5s. 

The  Roll  of  Battle  Abbey;  or,  A  List 
of  the  Principal  Warriors  who  came 
over  from  Normandy  with  William 
the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this 
Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.    Price  5s. 

Weather,  How  to  Foretell  the, 

with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope.    By 

F.  W.  Cory,  M.R.C.S.  F.ng.,  F.R.Met. 
Soc,  &c.  With  10  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6(1. 

Westropp. — Handbook  of  Pot- 
tery and  Porcelain;  or,  History  of 
those  Arts  from  the  Earliest  Period. 
By  Hodder  M.  Westropp.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations,  and  a  List  of 
Marks.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  4s.  6d. 

Whistler  v.   Ruskin  :     Art  and 

Art  Critics.  By  J.  A.  Macneill 
Whistles,    7th  Edition,  sq.  8vo,  Is. 


White's     Natural    History    of 

Selborne.  Edited,  with  Additions,  by 
Thomas  Brown,  F.L.S.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s. 

Williams  (W.  Mattieu,  F.R.A.S.), 

Works  by : 

Science  Notes.  See  the  Gentleman's 

Magazine.    Is.  Monthly. 
Science  in  Short  Chapters.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illusts.,  2s.  6d. 
The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.         [In  the  press. 

Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.), 

Works  by: 

Chapters  on  Evolution:  A  Popular 
History  of  the  Darwinian  and 
Allied  Theories  of  Development. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  with  259  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note- 
book.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Leisure-Time  Studies,  chiefly  Bio- 
logical. Third  Edition,  with  a  New 
Preface.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
with  Illustrations,  6s. 


Winter  (J.  S.),  Stories  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Cavalry  Life.  I  Regimental  Legends. 

Women  of  the  Day  :  A  Biogra- 
phical Dictionary  of  Notable  Contem- 
poraries. By  Frances  Hays.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Wood.— Sabina:  A   Novel.     By 

Lady  Wood.     Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Words,    Facts,   and    Phrases: 

A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and 
Out-of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  New  and  cheaper  issue, 
cr.  8vo,cl   ex.,7s.6d.  ;  half-bound,  9s. 

Wright  (Thomas),  Works  by: 

Caricature  History  of  the  Georges. 
(The  House  of  Hanover.)  With  400 
Pictures,  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Broad- 
sides, Window  Pictures,  &c.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

History  of  Caricature  and  of  the 
Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature, 
Sculpture,  and  Painting.  Profusely 
Illustrated  by  F  W.  Fairiiolt, 
F.S.A.  Large  post  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.6d. 

Yates  (Edmund),  Novels  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Castaway.  |  The  Forlorn  Hods 
Land  at  Last.  K 
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NOVELS  BY  THE 

WILKIE  COLLIN S'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

"  I  Say  No."  By  Wilkie  Collins. 
Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Mrs.CASIIEL  HOEY'S  NEW  NOVEL 

The  Lover's  Creed.    By  Mrs.  Cashkl 

Hoev,  Author  of  "  The  Blossoming  of 

an  Aloe,"  &c.     With  12  Illustrations 

by  P.  MacNab.     Three  Vols.,  cr.  8vo. 

SARAH  TYTLER'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast.  By  Sarah 
Tytler,  Author  of  "The  Bride's  Pass," 
"Saint  Mungo's  City,"  "  Citoyenne 
Jacqueline,"  &c.     Three  Vols.,  cr.  8vo. 

NEW  NOVELS  BY  CHAS.  GIBBON. 

By  Mead  and  Stream.  By  Charles 
Gidbon,  Author  of  "Robin  Gray," 
"The  Golden  Shaft,"  "  Queen  of  the 
Meadow,"  &c.    Three  Vols.,  cr.  8vo. 

Found    Out.      By    Charles    Gibbon. 

Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  {Shortly. 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  CECIL  POWER. 

Philistia.  By  Cecil  Power.  Three 
Vols.,  crown  8vo. 


BEST  AUTHORS. 

ROBT.  BUCHANAN'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

Foxglove  Manor.  By  Robt.  Buchanan, 
Author  of  "The  Shadow  of  the  Sword," 
"  God  and  the  Man,"  &c.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo. 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  THE  AUTHOR 
OF  "  VALENTIN  A." 
Gerald.    By  Eleanor  C.  Price.    Three 
Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

BASIL'S  NEW  NOVEL. 
"The  Wearing  of   the    Green."      By 
Basil,   Author  of   "  Love  the   Debt," 
"  A  Drawn  Game,"  &c.    Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo. 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  J.  T.  TROW- 
BRIDGE. 
Farnell's  Folly.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
12s. 

HALL  CAINE'S  NEW  NOVEL. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.      By  Hall 
Caine.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

[Immediately 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 

Popular  Stories  by  the  Best  Authors.    Library  Editions,  many  Illustrated, 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

BY  MRS.  H.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 


BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow? 
BY  W.  BESANT  &  JAMES  RICE 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY   WALTER   BESANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water. 
The  New  Abelard. 
Matt. 


Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

BY   MORTIMER   COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 

BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


Antonina. 
Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 

BY   DUTTON    COOK. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter 

BY    WILLIAM   CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 


New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the 

Lady. 
TheTwo  Destinies 
Haunted   Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The   Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 
BY   J.   LEITH  DBRWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia.  |    Kitty. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
Archie  Lovell. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Olympla.  I      One  by  One, 

Queen Cophetua.  I  A  Real  Queen. 
Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE, 
Pandurang  Hari. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
In  Love  and  War. 
What  will  the  World  Say  P 
For  the  King. 
In  Honour  Bound. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Fancy  Free. 
Loving  a  Dream. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE, 
Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 
Sebastian  Strome. 
Prince  Saroni's  Wife. 
Dust.  !    Fortune's  Fool. 

Beatrix  Randolph. 
Miss  Cadogna. 

BY   SIR   A.   HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thornicroft's   Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught 
The  Dark  Colleen. 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 
Number  Seventeen. 
Oakshott  Castle. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 
BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  ? 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family 
"  My  Love  !"  |    lone. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

by  justin  McCarthy,  m.p. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Linley  Rochford.    |    A  Fair  Saxon. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
BY  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD,  LL.D. 
Paul  Faber,  Surgeon. 
Thomas  Wingfold,  Curate. 

BY  MRS.  MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

BY  KATHARINE   S.  MACQUOID. 
Lost  Rose.  |      The  Evil  Eye. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 
Open  !  Sesame  !    |    Written  In  Fire. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch  and  Go. 
BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
Life's  Atonement.      Coals  of  Fire. 
Joseph's  Coat.  Val  Strange. 

A  Model  Father.  Hearts. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea 
The  Way  of  the  World. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladles. 

BY  MARGARET  A.  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 


Lost  Sir  Massing- 

berd. 
Best  of  Husbands 
Fallen  Fortunes. 
Halves. 

Walter's  Word. 
What  He  Cost  Her 
Less    Black   than 

We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 


Carlyon's  Year. 
A     Confidential 

Agent. 
From  Exile. 
A    Grape   from    e 

Thorn. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Some      Private 

Views. 
Kit :  A  Memory. 
The         Canon's 

Ward. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 
BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentina.  |    The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

BY  CHARLES  READE,  D.C.L. 
It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
Hard  Cash.         |     Peg  Wofflngton. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt.  |     Foul  Play. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Wandering  Heir.  I  A  Simpleton. 
A  Woman-Hater.  |  Readiana. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden-Party. 
Weird  Stories. 

BY  F.  W   ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
Guy  Waterman.  |  Two  Dreamers. 
One  Against  the  World. 
The  Lion  In  the  Path. 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Joan  Merryweather. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.       ]  The  High  Mills. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued— 
BY   T.    W.   SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Proud  Maisie.  |  Cressida. 
The  Violin-Player. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPS. 
The  Way  we  Live  Now. 
The  American  Senator 
Frau  Frohmann.  |  Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Land  Leaguers. 

BY  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness. 
Mabel's  Progress. 

BY  T.  A.  TROLLOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond 
By  IVAN  TURGENIEFF  and  Others. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 
Saint  Mungo's  City. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress    udith. 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life. 
Regimental  Legends. 


CHEAP    EDITIONS   OF 

Post  8vo,  illustrated 

BY  EDMOND  ABOUT. 
The  Fellah. 

BY  HAMILTON  AIDE. 
Carr  of  Carrlyon.  I     Confidences. 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  P 
BY  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley  Grange. 

BY  W.  BESANT  &  JAMES  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan.  I  My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Cella's  Arbour. 


POPULAR    NOVELS. 

boards,  2s.  each. 

By  Besant  and  Rice,  continued— 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
BY  WALTER  BESANT. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of 

The  Captains'  Room. 

BY  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 

Camp  Notes.      |      Savage  Life. 
BY  BRET  HARTE. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp, 

Californian  Stories. 

Gabriel  Conroy.  |         Flip. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
Love  Me  foe  Ever. 

BY  MRS.  BURNETT. 
Surly  Tim. 

BY   MRS.   LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

BY  M ACL  ARE  N   COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

BY  C.   ALLSTON  COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

BY   WILKIE   COLLINS. 


Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 
The   New    Magda- 
len. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
TheTwo  Destinies 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The  Black  Robe. 


Antdnina. 
Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 

BY   MORTIMER    COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  |      Frances. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 

BY   BUTTON   COOK. 
Leo.  |  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

BY  J.   LEITH   DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears. 

BY   CHARLES   DICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz. 
The  Pickwick  Papers. 
Oliver  Twist. 
Nicholas  Nickleby. 
BY  MRS.   ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.  |     Archie  Lovell. 

BY   M.   BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia.  |         Kitty. 

BY  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued—' 
BY  PERCY   FITZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna.    |    Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 
BY  ALBANY   DE   FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

BY  R.   E.   FRANCILLON. 
Olympia.  |    Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One. 
Prefaced  by  Sir  H.  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

BY  HAIN  FRISWELL. 
One  of  Two. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT 
The  Capel  Girls. 

BY   CHARLES  GIBBON. 


Queen  of  the  Mea- 
dow. 
In  Pastures  Green 
The  Flower  of  the 

Forest. 
A  Heart's  Problem 
The  Braes  of  Yar- 
row. 


Robin  Gray. 
Fop  Lack  of  Gold. 
What      will      the 

World  Say  P 
In  Honour  Bound. 
The  Dead  Heart. 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 

BY    WILLIAM   GILBERT. 

Dr.  Austin's  Guests. 

The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

James  Duke. 

BY  JAMES  GREENWOOD. 
Dick  Temple. 

BY  ANDREW  HALLWAY. 
Every  Day  Papers. 

BY  LADY   DUFFUS   HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

BY   THOMAS   HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 
BY  JULIAN   HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  I  Sebastian  Strome 

Ellice  Quentin.       |  Dust. 
Prince  Saroni's  Wife. 

BY  SIR   ARTHUR   HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

BY   TOM  HOOD. 
A  Golden  Heart. 

BY  MRS.  GEORGE  HOOPER. 
The  House  of  Raby. 

BY  VICTOR  HUGO. 
The  Hunchback  of  Notre  Dame. 
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Ckeap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thornicroft's  Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Seif-Condemned. 

BY   JEAN  INGELOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 
Oakshott  Castle.  |  Number1  Seventeen 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord? 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
"My  Love!" 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

by  justin  McCarthy,  m.p. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 

Linley  Rochford. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 

Donna  Quixote. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

BY   GEORGE   MACDONALD. 
Paul  Faber,  Surgeon. 
Thomas  Wingfold,  Curate. 

BY  MRS.  MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

BY  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 
The  Evil  Eye.  |      Lost  Rose. 

BY  W.  H.  MALLOCK. 
The  New  Republic. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRYAT. 


A  Little  Stepson. 
Fighting  the  Air. 
Written  in  Fire. 


Open!   Sesame! 
A  Harvest  of  Wild 

Oats. 

BY  J.  MASTERMAN. 

Half-a-dozcn  Daughters. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch  and  Go.       |      Mr.  Dorillion. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 
BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
A  Life's  Atonement. 
A  Model  Father. 
Joseph's  Coat. 
Coals  of  Fire. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whlteladies. 
BY  MRS.  ROBERT  O'REILLY. 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

BY  QUID 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil     Castle- 

maine. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 

BY  MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 


TwoLittleWooden 
Shoes. 

Signa. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A    Village  Com- 
mune. 

Bimbi. 

In  Maremma. 


Lost  Sir  Massing- 
berd. 

A     Perfect    Trea- 
sure. 

Bentinsk's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman's  Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

Clyffards  of  ClyfTe 

The  Family  Scape- 
grace. 

Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

What  He  Cost  Her 

Humorous  Stories 

Gwendoline's  Har- 
vest. 

BY  EDGAR  A.  POE. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget 


Like  Father,  Like 

Son. 
A    Marine   Resi- 
dence. 
Married    Beneath 

Him. 
Mirk  Abbey. 
Not    Wooed,     but 

Won. 
£200  Reward. 
Less    Black    than 

We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy. 
Under  One  Roof. 
High  Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
A     Confidential 

Agent. 
Some     Private 

Views. 
From  Exile. 
A   Grape   from    (a 

Thorn. 
For  Cash  Only. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentina. 

BY  CHARLES  READE. 
It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
Hard  Cash. 
Peg  Wofflngton. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
Foul  Play. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Wandering  Heir. 
A  Simpleton. 
A  Woman-Hater. 
Read  i  an  a. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 

BY  BAYLE  ST.  JOHN. 
A  Levantine  Family. 
BY  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
One  Against  the  World. 
Guy  Waterman. 
The  Lion  in  the   Path. 
Two  Dreamers. 

BY  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 
A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

BY  T.   W.  SPEIGHT. 
Tiie  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
[lew  Arabian  Nights. 

BY  BERTHA   THOMAS. 
Cressida.  |      Proud  Maisie. 

The  Violin-Player. 

BY  W.  MOY  THOMAS. 
A  Fight  for  Life. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  WALTER  THORNBURY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines. 
BY  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
The  American  Senator1. 
Frau  Frohmann. 
Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
By  FRANCES  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
BY  MARK  TWAIN. 
Tom  Sawyer. 
An  Idle  Excursion. 
A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent 

of  Europe. 
A  Tramp  Abroad. 
The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legends 

BY  LADY  WOOD. 
Sabina. 

BY  EDMUND  YATES. 
Castaway.      |  The  Forlorn  Hope. 
Land  at  Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

Fcap.  8vo,  picture  covers,  Is.  each. 
Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.     By  Bret 

Harte. 
The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  By 

Bret  Harte, 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds.  By 

Julian  Hawthorne. 
Kathleen   Mavourneen.    By  Author 

of  "  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 
Lindsay's  Luck.     By  the  Author  of 

"  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 
Pretty    Polly    Pemberton.     By  the 

Author  of  "That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 
Trooping    with    Crows.       By    Mrs. 

Pirkis. 

The  Professor's  Wife.    By  Leonard 
Graham. 

A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari. 
Esther's  Glove.  By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
The  Garden  that    Paid   the   Rent- 
By  Tom  Jerrold. 


J.    OGDEN   AND    CO.,    PRINTERS,    172,    ST,   JOHN    STREET,    E.C 


GEORGE  HOWE, 

Specialist  in  ^anttarg  Decoration 

41,  WIGMORE  ST.,  CAVENDISH  SQUARE,  W. 

AND 

29,    DARTMOUTH    ROAD,    FOREST    HILL,    S.E. 
LONDON. 


*?£^HE  success  attending  many  years'  use  of  HYGIENIC 
^  PIGMENTS  for  all  purposes  of  DECORATION 
necessitates  devoting  the  premises,  No.  41,  Wigmore  Street, 
exclusively  to  SANITARY    DECORATIVE   ART  as 

applied  to  Simple  Colourings  and  High-Class  treatment. 


ipEWFI0]^fc   WflkW  E£jnM¥ieN. 

The  Sub-Committee  of  the  Executive  Council  specially 
commissioned  George  Howe  to  execute  the  whole  of  the 
Painting,  Paper-hanging,  and  Decoration  of  the  Sanitary 
House.  — 

'  DEP/IOTE]W$. 


House  Painting,  Decoration. 

Non- Arsenical  Wall  and  Ceil- 
ing Papers. 

Sanitary  Plumbing,  Drain- 
age. 

New  Bronze  Linoleum,  Par- 
quetry. 


Interior  Joinery,  Finger 
Plates. 

Decorative  Furniture,  Up- 
holstery. 

Textile  Fabrics  for  Curtains 
and  Walls. 

Painted  Glass,  Tiles. 


NON-POISONOUS  WASHABLE  DISTEMPER 

For  Wall  and  Ceiling  Painting. 
(A s  used  at  the  Sanitary  House,  International  Health  Exhibition.) 


The  NEW  EMBOSSED  CANVASS  WALL  DECORATION. 

(A  charming  old  style  Decorative  Material.) 


[AhxnntfiT.~\ 


THE  BEST  REMEDY  FOR  INDIGESTION. 


Trade         IisKIbiswh^^SH       Mark. 


Sold  Everywhere,  Bottles,  Is.  ljd.,  2s.  9d.,  anli  11b. 

6AM0MILE  f  ILLS 

Are  confidently  recommended  as  a  simple  but  certain  Remedy  for 
Indigestion,  which  is  the  cause  of  nearly  all  the  diseases  to  which 
we  are  subject,  being  a  medicine  so  uniformly  grateful  and  bene- 
ficial that  it  is  with  justice  called  the  '■'■Natural  Strengthcner  of 
the  Human  Stomach"  " Norton's  Pills "  act  as  a  powerful 
tonic  and  gentle  aperient ;  are  mild  in  their  operation,  safe  under 
any  circumstances,  and  thousands  of  persons  can  now  bear  testi- 
mony to  the  benefits  to  be  derived  from  their  use,  as  they  have  ■ 
been  a  never-failing  Family  Friend  for  upwards  of  50  years. 

Sold  in  Bottles  at  is.  i\d.,  zs.  gd.,  and  us.  each,  in  every 

Town  in  the  Kingdom. 

CAUTION. 

Be  sure  to  ask  for  "  NORTON'S  PILLS,"  and  do  not  be  persuaded 

to  purchase  an  imitation. 


pi  6LEAR  eOMPLEXION. 

GODFREY'S  EXTRACT  OF  ELDER  FLOWERS 

has  long  been  known  for  its  surprising  effect  in  softening,  improving,  and  pre- 
serving the  Skin,  and  in  rendering  the  Complexion  clear  and  beautiful.  It 
removes  Tan,  Sunburn,  Redness,  &c. ;  cures  Pimples,  Humours  and  other 
Eruptions,  and  by  persevering  in  its  use  the  Skin  becomes  delicately  soft,  clear, 
and  smooth.  GODFREY'S  EXTRACT  OF  ELDER  FLOWERS 
possesses  a  delightful  fragrance,  and  is  an  indispensable  adjunct  to  the  Toilet 
and  Nursery.  

Sold  in  Bottles,  price  as,  gel.  by  all  Chemists  and  Perfumers.  ' 


JACKSON'S  CHINESE  DIAMOND  CEMENT. 
J 
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JACKSON'S  CHINESE  DIAMOND  CEMENT. 

The  testimony  of  Public  Opinion,  after  Half-a-Century's  trial,  is  most 
substantially  expressed  by  a  steadily  increasing  demand  wherever  it  has 
been  tried.  By  Inland  Post,  Is.  2d. 


JACKSON'S 
RUSMA. 


For  the  removal  of  Hair  without  a  Eazor, 
from  the  Arms,  Neck,  or  Face,  as  well  as 
Sunburn  or  Tan. 

The  activity  of  this  depilatory  is  notable. 
It  is  easy  and  safe.  It  leaves  a  whole  skin 
and  a  clean  complexion. 


At  Is.,  by 
Inland  Post, 

Is.  2d. 


From  the  Laboratory  of 
THOMAS  JACKSON,    Strangeways,  Manchester. 

Sold  by  the  principal  Druggists  at  Home  and  Abroad. 


THIS  LIFE  IS  THE  GREAT  SCHOOLMASTER 

AND 

EXPERIENCE  THE  MIGHTY  VOLUME. 

'  ft    IS    O.N,,i      Ill'iOUGH    WOK    THAT    WB    AKE    TAUGHT    TO    BEriECT,    AND    GATHER    THE 

Honey  of  Wisdom,  no-:  from  floweks  bit  THOIINS.' — Lord  Lylton. 
EVERY  YEAR  a  great  battle  is  fought  in  o._.  midst  (alracC/  -without  a  protest), 
in  which  twvri;y  tiicmt  uj  '^re  slain  and  a  hundred  thousand  wounded  Irom 
Scarlet  Fevar  ALONE.  T.;;e,  but  howible.  Can  this  fearful  slaughter  and 
sick-list  not  be  prevented  ?  ITes!  Pn*8  It  by  if  .rou  like,  but  it  is  trv  3.  Who's 
to  blame?  Hea  '.  a  large  :;,1ustrated  sheet  given  with  each  bottle  '-*  ENO'S 
FRUIT  SALT,  ^he  info  nation  is  invaluable.  Eno's  Frail  Salt  keeps  the 
blood  pure,  ar;'  prevent-?  disease  an  '  premature  death,  by  natural  mi-ans. 


POMONA    BRINGING    THE    FRUITS    OF    THE    EARTH    TO    HYGEIA. 

D HAWING-  AN  OVERDRAUGHT  ON"  THE  BANK  OF  LIFE.-Late 
hours,  fagged,  unnatural  ex  itement,  breathing  impure  air,  too  rich  food,  alcoholic  drink, 
gouty,  rheumatic,  and  other  blood  poisons,  feverish  colds,  biliousness,  sick  headache-,  skin 
eruptions,  pimples  on  the  face,  want  of  appetite,  sourness  of  stomach,  Sf. — Use  ENO'S  FRUIT 
SALT.  It  is  pleasant,  cooling,  health-giving,  refreshing,  and  invigorating.  You  cannot  over- 
state its  great  value  in  keeping  the  blcod  pure  and  free  from  disease. 

PERSO-  YFGHAN  FRONTIER.— One  of  Her  Majesty's  Consuls  writes  from  Tererun: 
"It  may  interest  yon  to  know  that  while  riding  from  Teheran  i,o  Meshed  not  long  ago, 
being  one  day  rather  unwell,  to  my  astonishment  and  delight  the  Persian  courier  who  accom- 
panied rue  produced  a.  bottle  of  what  he  called  Numnki  meeveh,  which  was  no  less  in  fact 
translated  than  KMO'S  FRUIT  SALT.  The  roan  told  me  that  he  now  never  travelled  without 
a  bottle —Yours  fa'thfully,  Shkikh  Jam.— December,  1884.— To  J.  C.  Fno,  Esq." 
'  "PGYPT".  -V  AJHO.' — 'Sim  my  arrival  in  Egypt,  in  August  last,  1  have  on  three  separate 
■"  occasions  V*i  Rttr;:'„ed  'iy  lever,  from  which  on  the  first  occasion  I  lay  in  horpital  for 
six  weeks.  The  '■>  '  lr-o  .".itacks  nave  been,  however,  completely  repulsed  in  a  remarkably  short 
space  of  time  by  •  use  .->;.' your  valiuiile  Fruit  Salt,  which  I  owe  my  present  health,  at  the  very 
least,  if  not.  my  li''  'self.  'Heartii-'i  g^.'.tudo  for  my  restoration  to  and  preservation  impels  me 
to  add  my  testimm    w.  ihe  alre.fr  .  »    •  iiiing  store  of  the  same,  and  :n  fo  doing  i.i'ee)  that 

I  am  but  oberi;ig  v,e  dictates  of,  ft'.'r.— "BeHeve  me  to  be,  Sir,  gratefully  vours,  A  Co4pobal, 
19th  Hussars,        >,  '  'ay,  188S.-  Mr.  j)      !.  I  -'O.' 

rpHE  SECRET  OF  6  JCCFlSS.-  A  new  Ijvention  is  brought,  before  the  public,  and 
■*■  commands  success.  A  score  of  abominable  imitations  *re  immediately  introduc9fl*by  the 
unscrupulous,  who,  in  copying  the  original  closely  enough  to  deceive  the  public,  and  yet  not  so 
exactly  as  to  infringe  upon  legal  rights,  exercise  an  ingenuity  that,  employed  in  an  original 
channel,  could  not  fail  to  secure  reputation  and  profit.' — Apams. 

Caution.— Examine  each  '"otlle,  and  see  that  the  Capsule  is  marked   ' ENO'S  FRUIT,  SALT.' 
Without  it  you  have  hue\i  imposed  upon  by  a  worthless  imitation.      Sold  by  all  Chemists. 

PREPARED  ONLY  AT  ENO'S  FRUIT  SALT  WORKS,  HATCHAM,  LONDON,  S.E.,  BY  J.C.  END'S  PATENT 


